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THE  BELL  HAVEN  ELEVEN 


CHAPTER  I 

FORBES   TO   THE   FRONT 

JOHN  FORBES,  better  known  as  the 
Sleeping  Beauty,  sat  in  front  of  a 
flat-topped  desk  in  the  refectory  of 
the  Bell  Haven  Academy,  studying  a  book 
on  parliamentary  law  while  a  crowd  of 
restless,  mischievous  boys  whistled,  beat 
time  with  their  feet  and  made  life  miserable 
by  publicly  and  repeatedly  urging  him  to 
^'get  down  to  business/' 

It  was  a  meeting  of  the  Athletic  Associa- 
tion of  the  Academy  for  the  purpose  of 
organizing  a  football  team  and  for  the 
transaction  of  such  other  business  as  might 
be  found  necessary.  One  of  the  boys 
had  made  a  motion  that  the  captain  of  the 
team  be  selected  by  the  votes  of  those 
present.  Forbes  was  not  sure  that  such  a 
(11) 
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motion  was  in  order,  and  while  he  was 
trying  to  find  out  the  right  thing  to  do  under 
the  circumstances,  bedlam  broke  loose  and 
the  meeting  threatened  to  break  up  in  a 
riot. 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  had  not  voluntarily 
taken  the  chair  as  the  presiding  officer. 
That  honor,  as  he  expressed  it,  had  been 
'^wished''  on  him  by  his  two  chums.  Bobby 
Benson  and  Pinky  Palmer,  and  now  when 
he  found  himself  in  a  tangle,  they  sat  there 
grinning  like  two  Cheshire  cats.  The  fun- 
loving  youngsters  were  very  fond  of  Forbes 
and  when  he  had  protested  his  inability 
to  conduct  the  meeting  they  had  assured 
him  that  it  was  easier  than  falling  off  a  log. 
He  thought  of  that  now  as  he  glanced  at 
them  slyly  out  of  the  tail  of  his  eyes 
and  wondered  whether  he  would  see  the 
thing  through  or  throw  the  job  up  in  dis- 
gust. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  Forbes'  fourth 
year  at  the  Academy,  and,  like  Benson, 
Palmer  and  the  others,  he  had  developed 
during  his  stay  at  Bell  Haven.  His 
propensity  to   sleep   at   all   times   seemed 
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incurable,  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  his 
association  with  the  other  boys  had  quick- 
ened his  mts  and  had  given  him  the  power 
to  take  care  of  himself  imder  trjmig  cir- 
cumstances. He  had  cultivated  the  habit 
of  perseverance,  and  this  in  itseM  made 
him  loath  to  abandon  a  task  he  had  once 
begun.  It  came  to  him  now  and  the  temp-- 
tation  to  quit  was  quickly  cast  aside. 

In  that  instant  he  had  come  to  his  resolu- 
tion. He  pressed  his  lips  tightly  together 
and  two  dimples  appeared  almost  in  the 
very  center  of  his  pink  cheeks.  He  rose 
to  his  feet  with  a  surprising  agility  for  a 
boy  who  tipped  the  scales  at  189  pounds. 
In  the  quick,  sharp  glance  that  he  cast  about 
him,  the  Sleeping  Beauty  gave  evidence 
of  the  result  of  the  severe  training  which  he 
had  undergone  during  his  basket-ball  days. 
He  was  naturally  disposed  to  be  indolent, 
but  if  given  a  position  of  responsibility, 
he  could  make  good.  It  was  so  in  the 
present  instance.  He  wanted  to  get  on  the 
football  team,  and  to  do  so,  if  necessary, 
would  show  himself  a  glutton  for  work  and 
willing  to  stay  up  haK  the  night  if  by  doing 
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this  he  could  improve  the  prospects  of  the 
Bell  Haven  Eleven. 

Forbes  picked  up  the  gavel  and  hammered 
vigorously  on  the  wooden  desk  before  him. 
The  buzz  of  conversation  ceased,  the 
laughter  died  out  and  the  boys,  taken  by 
surprise  at  this  unexpected  evidence  of 
authority,  were  almost  quiet.  Forbes' 
manner,  no  less  than  the  vigor  with  which 
he  hammered  the  desk,  proved  that  while 
he  might  be  imsophisticated  in  many  ways, 
he  was  no  dummy.  The  gavel  seemed  to 
be  informing  the  boys  that  v/hile  the 
Sleeping  Beauty  might  be  willing  to  permit 
them  to  impose  on  his  good  nature,  there 
was  a  limit  at  which  he  would  call  a  halt. 

"Boys,"  he  said,  'Hhis  is  not  a  question 
of  parliamentary  law  or  of  procedure.  It 
is  a  matter  of  hard  common  sense.  We  all 
have  the  interest  of  the  football  team  at 
heart.  We're  going  to  be  iup  against  a 
hard  proposition  this  season  ^nd  for  that 
reason  we  need  a  captain  \^'ho  has  the 
ability  to  lead  us  to  victory.  You  cannot 
get  that  sort  of  a  fellow  by  casti  ^g  a  ballot. 
That  is  too  much  of  a  lottery.     I " 
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''Say/'  interrupted  Tony  Brill  from  a  far 
corner  of  the  room,  ''what  in  the  dickens 
are  you  driving  at?  We  didn't  put  you 
up  there  to  make  speeches.  We  simply 
selected  you  to  preside  over  this  meeting. 
It's  your  business  to  preserve  order  and 
not " 

Bang!  Bang!  Bang!  came  the  gavel 
down  on  the  desk  with  increasing  severity 
at  each  blow. 

"As  chairman  of  the  meeting,  then/'  cut 
in  Forbes  with  the  ghost  of  a  smile  flickering 
about  his  lips,  "I  call  you  to  order.  Sit 
down  and  don't  you  dare  to  get  up  again 
while  I'm  addressing  the  boys." 

A  burst  of  merriment  greeted  this  unusual 
rebuke.  Before  it  had  died  out,  Forbes  was 
continuing. 

"To  make  a  long  story  short,  I  propose 
that  we  make  Bobby  Benson  captain  of  the 
football  team.  Benson  and  Victory — ^let 
that  be  our  slogan!" 

Cheers  and  hand-clappings  followed  this 
proposal.  Some  of  the  boys  had  already 
rushed  to  the  chair  where  Benson  was 
sitting  and  were  patting  him  on  the  back. 
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But  Bobby  pushed  them  aside  and  jumpmg 
to  his  feet,  exclaimed: 

''^This  is  all  out  of  order  and  you  know 
it,  Mr.  Chairman.  Let's  go  about  this 
meeting  in  an  orderly  way.  Anyhow,  I 
don't  want  to  be  captain  of  the  team.'' 

The  hanamer  of  the  gavel  on  the  desk 
once  more  brought  the  meeting  to  order. 

'^Mr.  Robert  Benson  is  somewhat  coy," 
mimicked  the  chairman,  who  was  surprising 
everyone  by  his  self-possession  and  his 
manner  of  running  the  meeting,  ''so  I 
suggest  the  next  best  man  to  take  the 
position,  and  that  is  Pinky  Palmer." 

Cheers,  shouts  and  cat-calls  greeted  this 
second  announcement  and  in  the  midst  of 
it  Palmer  rose  to  his  feet  with  flushed  face 
and  disheveled  hair,  exclaiming: 

''I  beg  to  be  excused.  The  chairman 
does  me  too  much  honor.  I  seem  to  be 
very  popular  with  him,  but  I  may  not  be 
such  a  favorite  with  the  other  boys,  I'm 
like  Benson.  Put  the  matter  to  a  vote  and 
let  the  best  man  win." 

Forbes  was  beaming  now  and  there  was  a 
look  of  mischief  in  his  boyish  blue  eyes  and 
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around  the  corners  of  his  rather  large 
mouth. 

"All  right/'  he  conceded,  "if  the  moun- 
tain will  not  go  to  Mohammed,  then 
Mohammed  wiU  have  to  go  to  the  mountain, 
or  words  to  that  effect.  Let  the  secretary 
prepare  slips  and  we'll  take  a  ballot  to  see 
who  is  to  be  the  captain  of  the  Bell  Haven 
Eleven.  The  candidates  are  Bobby  Benson 
and  Pinky  Palmer." 

The  two  boys  were  on  their  feet  in  an 
instant  and  they  exclaimed  almost  in 
chorus : 

"Who  nominated  them?'' 

"I  did,"  said  the  stout  chairman,  smiling 
blandly,  "and  I  order  you  two  fellows  to 
take  your  seats.  Nothing's  in  order  now 
except  the  taking  of  the  ballot." 

Pinky  and  Bobby  looked  at  one  another 
with  amazement  written  on  their  youthful 
countenances.  Forbes,  in  the  language 
of  the  day,  had  taken  the  bull  by  the  horns. 
Instead  of  permitting  the  meeting  to  get 
away  from  him  as  they  had  feared,  he  had 
gotten  away  with  the  meeting.  Bobby  and 
Pinky  whispered  together  for  a  few  minutes 
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and  then  the  red-haired  one  raised  his 
hand. 

''Mr.  Chairman,  Mr.  Chairman!''  he 
called. 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  pounded  the  long- 
suffering  table  with  his  everlasting  gavel. 

''The  gentleman  with  the  auburn  hair/' 
he  announced  playfully. 

"I  propose/'  said  Pinky  solemnly,  "that 
the  chairman  of  the  meeting  refrain  from 
voting  for  any  candidate.  I  think  he  should 
be  neutral  and  not  show  any  preference." 

"The  chair  thinks  the  gentleman  is 
talking  nonsense,"  retorted  Forbes  with 
twinlding  eyes,  "but  in  order  to  satisfy 
the  imeasy  conscience  of  the  person  with 
the  tinted  locks,  the  chair  will  abstain 
from  voting." 

A  burst  of  laughter  and  applause  greeted 
this  unique  announcement.  Bobby  and 
Pinky  in  the  meantime  had  been  circulating 
among  the  boys  and  there  was  much  whis- 
pering and  chuclding  and  nudging  as  the 
youngsters  wrote  the  name  of  their  choice 
on  the  little  pieces  of  white  paper. 

Behind  the  merriment  and  good-natured 
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banter,  there  was  a  real  desire  among  the 
boys  to  get  a  first-class  football  team  and  to 
select  a  captain  who  would  inspire  confi- 
dence. The  Bell  Haven  Academy  had  been 
singularly  fortunate  in  the  matter  of  sports. 
Three  years  before,  with  Bobby  Benson  as  a 
guiding  spirit,  they  had  walked  away  with 
the  baseball  championship.  Two  years 
previously,  with  Pinky  Palmer  as  captain 
of  the  Bell  Haven  Eight,  they  had  defeated 
Cleverly  in  a  hotly  contested  boat  race. 
The  year  before,  the  basket-ball  team  of  the 
Academy  had  won  the  championship  against 
all  the  schools  included  in  the  scholastic 
league.  Benson  had  captained  the  basket- 
ball team  as  he  had  the  baseball  team  and 
was  naturally  a  favorite  among  his  class- 
mates. 

The  football  team  had  been  doing  good 
work  during  these  years,  but  it  had  always 
finished  second  or  third  in  the  race  between 
the  academies  located  in  that  section  of 
the  coimtry.  If  a  strong  team  could  be 
organized  now,  there  was  a  possibility  of 
winning  the  pennant  and  thus  giving  Bell 
Haven  preeminence   in   sports   among  all 
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the  academies.  These  thoughts  or  similar 
ones  passed  through  the  minds  of  many  of 
those  in  the  room  while  the  business  of 
balloting  was  in  progress.  Presently  one 
of  the  boys  picked  up  a  hat  and  passed 
around  the  room,  receiving  the  votes  of  the 
members.  That  business  finished,  the  work 
of  counting  the  votes  began  and  at  its 
conclusion  Gordon  Greely  and  Nelson 
James,  who  had  acted  as  tellers,  announced 
that  they  had  concluded  the  count  and  were 
ready  to  make  a  report. 

^^The  tellers  v/iU  inform  the  meeting  of 
the  result  of  the  balloting,^'  called  out  the 
Sleeping  Beauty,  banging  his  gavel  as 
though  he  relished  that  form  of  exercise. 

^^The  vote  is  unanimous,^'  read  Nelson 
James,  looking  at  the  slip  of  paper  that  he 
held  in  his  hands,  '^and  John  Forbes  has 
been  elected  captain  of  the  Bell  Haven 
Eleven.'' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  was  speechless. 
Unconsciously  the  gavel  slipped  from  his 
fingers  and  fell  to  the  floor  with  a  crash. 
He  looked  as  though  someone  had  dashed 
a  pail  of  water  in  his  face  and  bereft  him  of 
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the  power  of  utterance.  Before  his  speech 
came  to  hun  the  boys  were  crowding  around 
him,  patting  him  on  the  back,  shaking  his 
Hmp  hands  and  otherv/ise  congratulating 
him  on  the  honor  he  had  received.  It  was 
when  Bobby  Benson  and  Pinky  Pahner  were 
simultaneously  wringing  his  right  and  left 
hands,  that  he  exclaimed  brokenly: 

'^Boys,  I  don't  think  that  I'm  the  man 
for  this — ^this  job '' 

^^Yes,  you  are,''  retorted  Bobby  loyally; 
'^you're  the  best  fellow  in  the  bunch  and 
we're  going  to  support  you  to  the  finish." 

^'But — ^but  this  election  was  so  un- 
expected.    I " 

^^  That's  nothing,"  interjected  Pinky 
Palmer,  twisting  his  lips  into  one  of  his 
contagious  smiles.  '^You  ought  to  know 
by  this  time  that  it's  always  the  unexpected 
that  happens." 


CHAPTER  II 


TRAINING 


FORBES  looked  intently  at  his  two 
friends  and  behind  their  laughter  and 
boisterousness  he  detected  evidences 
of  sincerity  and  good  will.  The  announce- 
ment of  his  election  to  the  captaincy  had 
come  with  such  suddenness  that  he  hardly 
knew  what  to  make  of  it,  but  he  was  pleased 
nevertheless  and  his  flushed  face  and  spark- 
ling eyes  proved  that  the  distinction  was 
treasured. 

'^If — ^if  I  thought  you  fellows  weren't 
trying  to  make  sport  of  me/'  he  began  in 
halting  tones,  ^^I  might  grab  this  job  just 
for  the  fun  of  seeing  what  sort  of  a  fist  I'd 
make  of  it." 

Bobby  Benson  glanced  at  him  admiringly 
for  a  moment  and  then  retorted: 

''Why,  you  great  big,  good-natured  scout, 
can't  you  see  that  nature  just  planned  your 
old  hulk  for  a  fuUback?" 

(22) 


Training  23 


'^I — ^I  never  thought  of  that/'  stammered 
Forbes. 

'^No/'  chimed  in  Pinky  Pahner,  "and 
there's  a  lot  of  other  things  you  never 
thought  of.  Maybe  you  don't  know  that 
you've  been  one  of  the  gamest  fellows  we 
had  on  the  basket-ball  team;  maybe  you 
don't  know  that  you  saved  the  boat  race 
by  taking  a  cold  bath  in  the  Arlington  River; 
maybe  you  don't  know  that  you're  one  of 
the  most  popular  chumps  in  the  Bell  Haven 
Academy;  maybe " 

"Stop!  stop!  for  the  love  of  Mike,"  cried 
the  Sleeping  Beauty,  raising  his  hands  in 
mock  horror,  while  his  face  reddened  and  a 
strange  mist  came  before  his  eyes.  "Sup- 
pose someone  would  hear  you  guying  me  in 
that  style?" 

"I'm  not  guying  you,"  retorted  the  red- 
haired  one  with  great  earnestness;  "I'm 
teUing  you  the  truth,  but  you're  so  blamed 
blind  to  your  own  value  that  you  don't 
recognize  the  sound  of  the  real  thing  when 
you  hear  it.  You're  worse  than  an  old 
army  mule  with  a  double  set  of  blinkers." 

Forbes  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 
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"It^s  all  right,  fellows/'  he  said;  '^you 
can  go  as  far  as  you  like.  All  I  wanted  to 
know  was  whether  you  were  in  earnest  with 
this  captain  business,  and  since  I'm  satis- 
fied that  you  are,  I  don't  care  how  many 
names  you  call  me." 

The  wisdom  of  the  choice  that  had  been 
made  in  the  captaincy  of  the  team  was 
quickly  demonstrated.  Early  the  next 
day  Forbes  issued  a  call  for  members  of  the 
football  squad  and  he  personally  made  it 
his  business  to  talk  to  those  who  looked 
like  available  material  and  to  urge  them  to 
try  out  for  the  team. 

On  the  night  after  his  selection,  he  called 
on  Mike  Murray  and  spent  two  hours  with 
the  veteran  coach  in  discussing  the  methods 
that  should  be  utilized  in  forming  a  satis- 
factory football  team.  Murray  was  greatly 
pleased  with  the  enthusiasm  of  the  young 
captain  and  took  great  pains  to  advise  him 
of  the  quickest  and  surest  way  to  select  the 
eleven  men  who  were  to  compete  for  the 
inter-academy  championship.  The  '^Old 
Man,"  as  they  called  the  coach,  laid  particu- 
lar emphasis  on  the  importance  of  training. 
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'^YouVe  got  to  give  these  fellows  at  least 
six  weeks/'  he  said  decisively.  '^  Six  months 
would  be  better,  but  of  course  that's  out  of 
the  question  in  a  school  like  ours." 

''When  should  we  start?''  asked 
Forbes. 

''Tomorrow/'  was  the  prompt  response. 
"The  boys  that  want  to  get  on  the  team 
will  appear  on  the  football  field  in  the  morn- 
ing and  we  can  get  to  work  with  them 
imimediately.  It's  going  to  be  a  case  of 
weeding  out  anyhow,  and  the  sooner  we 
begin  the  quicker  we'll  be  able  to  assemble 
some  sort  of  a  team." 

Thursday  was  a  free  day  at  the  Academy 
and  the  coach  and  the  captain  were  able 
to  give  their  imdivided  attention  to  the 
large  amount  of  raw  material  out  of  which 
was  to  come  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven.  About 
thirty-seven  boys  reported  at  the  time 
appointed,  most  of  them  belonging  to  the 
fourth  year  high.  Forbes  walked  around 
among  the  candidates  and  was  pleased  to 
discover  that  most  of  them  were  pupils 
with  whom  he  was  personally  acquainted. 
A  few  were  boys  who  had  just  entered  the 
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Academy,  but  who  were  unusually  large 
and  broad-shouldered  for  their  age. 

Bobby  Benson  and  Pinky  Palmer,  of 
course,  were  a-pplicants  for  the  team,  and 
besides  these  the  Sleeping  Beauty  noticed 
Gordon  Greely,  Nelson  James  and  the  three 
Brill  brothers.  At  the  suggestion  of  Mike 
Murray,  the  first  day's  work  was  devoted 
to  a  thorough  practice  of  falling  on  the  ball. 
Very  few  of  the  boys  were  dressed  in  football 
uniform.  Cleated  shoes,  shoulder  pads  and 
headgears  had  been  left  in  the  dormitories 
and  as  a  consequence  the  preliminary  work 
was,  for  the  most  part,  performed  in  civilian 
dress.  The  trainer  warned  them  against 
rough  work  and  said  that  it  would  be  good 
policy  to  get  at  the  work  gradually.  There 
was  much  laughter  and  good-natured  banter 
and  the  first  morning's  practice,  although 
somewhat  mild,  was  pronounced  a  success. 

''Boys,''  said  Forbes,  as  they  were  pre- 
paring to  disperse,  ''I  want  all  of  you  to 
meet  in  the  refectory  tonight.  We're  going 
to  have  a  heart-to-heart  talk  before  we  get 
down  to  real  business." 

That  evening  the  prospective  members 
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of  the  team  met  in  the  low-ceilinged  build- 
ing and  listened  to  the  words  of  v\'isdom  that 
fell  from  the  lips  of  the  young  captain. 

'^ Fellows/^  he  said,  '^I  don't  pretend  to  be 
a  doctor  or  a  nurse  or  a  coach,  but  Mike 
Murray  says  that  IVe  got  to  do  most  of  the 
talking  and  youVe  got  to  make  up  your 
minds  to  listen  to  me.'' 

Cries  of  ^^Hear,  Hear"  came  from  the 
youngsters,  followed  by  laughter  and  rip- 
ples of  hand-clapping. 

'^As  a  starter,"  said  Forbes,  '^I  want  you 
to  understand  that  you've  got  to  get  a  good 
sleep  every  night  in  the  week.  It's  the 
most  important  thing  in  training  for  the 
team.  I've  talked  it  over  with  Mike,  and 
he  says  that  every  boy  in  training  ought 
to  have  at  least  nine  hours  sleep  and  if  he 
can  get  it,  ten  hours." 

"That's  going  to  be  mighty  hard  on  you, 
Forbes,"  interjected  Pinky  Palmer  with  a 
grin.  "It's  going  to  be  pretty  tough  for 
you  to  have  to  snooze  nine  to  ten  hours 
every  night  in  the  week." 
[■^Shrieks  of  laughter  greeted  this  sally. 
Every  boy  in  the  room  knew  that  one  of 
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the  weaknesses  of  their  young  captain  was 
his  propensity  to  sleep.  They  knew  that 
he  was  compelled  to  have  an  alarm  clock 
in  order  to  wake  him  in  the  morning  in 
time  for  his  classes,  and  they  also  knew 
that  his  nickname  of  the  Sleeping  Beauty 
had  not  been  placed  upon  him  by  accident. 
Forbes  took  the  interruption  and  the  laugh- 
ter with  his  usual  good  nature,  and  smiling 
amiably  said: 

"From  tonight  until  the  close  of  the  foot- 
ball season,  every  fellow  that  expects  to 
stay  on  the  team  will  have  to  go  to  bed 
every  evening  promptly  at  ten  o^ clock." 

A  chorus  of  groans  greeted  this  announce- 
ment. Out  of  it  could  be  heard  the  piping 
voice  of  Tony  Brill. 

"I  protest  against  any  rule  like  that,'' 
he  said  with  a  show  of  peevishness.  "I'm 
willing  to  go  to  bed  at  ten  o'clock,  but  I'm 
not  willing  to  go  every  night  at  that  time. 
Suppose  a  fellow  wants  to  attend  a  dance 
or  something  of  that  sort?  I  don't  think 
it's  fair." 

"If  the  young  man  will  permit  me  to  say 
a  word,"  interrupted  trainer  Murray,  "I'd 
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like  to  remind  him  that  the  captain  of  the 
team  has  the  right  to  excuse  any  member 
of  the  team  from  any  of  the  regulations  for 
good  cause/' 

Forbes  nodded  his  head  approvingly. 

^^ That's  right/'  he  said  in  confirmation. 
''I  have  the  power  of  granting  dis- 
pensations and  if  you're  a  good  boy, 
Tony,  I'll  let  you  go  to  a  dance  now  and 
then." 

There  was  more  laughter  after  that  and 
then  the  young  captain  proceeded  to  im- 
press upon  the  players  the  necessity  of  fol- 
lov/ing  a  strict  diet  during  the  training 
period.  He  told  them  that  it  would  be 
necessary  for  them  to  eat  at  the  same  table 
each  day  and  to  avoid  such  things  as  would 
interfere  with  their  digestion — ^in  short, 
that  there  should  be  regularity  and  common 
sense  in  their  eating,  sleeping  and  working. 
He  concluded  by  handing  out  little  type- 
written shps  which  contained  the  bill  of 
fare  that  should  be  followed  as  closely  as 
possible.  He  said  that  it  had  been  pre- 
pared in  consultation  with  the  trainer  and 
physician  of  the  school. 
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The  slips  which  were  handed  to  each  one 
of  the  players  gave  the  following  diet: 

Breakfast 

One  chop  (sometimes  two)  or  eight 
oimces  of  beef,  two  soft-boiled  eggs,  one 
baked  potato,  toast  or  bread,  milk  or  mild 
tea,  prunes  or  apple-sauce  (no  cream  or 
sugar  added). 

Dinner 

Roast  beef,  lamb,  mutton  or  fowl, 
boiled  or  mashed  potato,  vegetables  and 
fruits  in  season.  Boiled  rice  and  milk,  or 
cornmeal  mush.  A  light  pudding,  milk  or 
tea,  toast  and  bread. 

Supper 

Cold  meat,  roast  beef,  lamb,  mutton  or 
fowl,  one  small  steak,  one  potato,  toast  or 
fresh  Graham  bread,  prunes,  apple-sauce 
or  baked  apple,  milk  or  mild  tea. 

^^Gee!'^  exclaimed  Pinky  Palmer  as  he 
finished  reading  his  typewritten  sheet, 
"that's  what  I  call  a  feast  fit  for  the  gods. 
I  don't  think  any  fellow's  going  to  starve 
to  death  if  he  follows  that  routine,  and 
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between  ourselves  I  think  we'll  be  lucky  if 
we  can  get  it." 

The  shouts  of  laughter  that  greeted  this 
sly  dig  at  the  ordinary  Bell  Haven  bill  of 
fare  were  interrupted  by  Mike  Murray, 
who    remarked: 

''I'll  see  that  you  get  all  that's  coming  to 
you.  Some  boys  get  a  mistaken  impression 
about  the  training  diet.  You're  not  re- 
quired to  fast  by  any  means,  but  you  do 
have  to  abstain  from  the  kind  of  things  that 
will  keep  you  from  getting  in  perfect  phys- 
ical condition.  For  instance,  the  fellow 
that's  over-weight  has  to  refrain  from  drink- 
ing milk  because  it's  fattening  and  injurious 
to  the  wind.  Next  to  the  character  and 
quantity  of  the  food,  you've  got  to  be  care- 
ful to  chew  it  well  and  always  keep  the  sys- 
tem in  good  order." 

This  concluded  what  the  Sleeping  Beauty 
called  a  heart-to-heart  talk  between  the 
members  of  the  team  and  the  captain  and 
the  coach.  Pinky  Palmer  stretched  his 
arms  luxuriously  as  he  made  for  the  door  of 
the  refectory. 

''I  feel  as  if  I'd  been  calling  on  the  doc- 
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tor/'  he  cried  gayly,  "and  I'm  mighty  glad 
to  get  out  in  the  air  and  run  around  without 
having  anybody  to  tell  me  what  to  do  and 
what  not  to  do/' 


CHAPTER  in 

TIBERIUS   BROWig 

TBERIUS  BROWN  was  stiU  the 
chief  assistant  to  Dr.  Maury  in 
conducting  the  affairs  of  the  Acad- 
emy, and  in  spite  of  his  whimsical  ways  he 
had  the  respect  and  good  will  of  the  boys. 
But  he  was  beginning  to  age,  and  time, 
which  is  remorseless,  was  leaving  its  marks 
upon  the  absent-muided  professor.  His 
hair  was  thinner,  his  step  was  less  certain 
and  his  eysight  not  quite  so  clear  as  it  had 
been  twelve  months  before. 

The  boys,  with  the  heedlessness  of  youth, 
did  not  notice  these  changes  and  attributed 
the  hesitatiQg  maimer  of  their  teacher  to  his 
eccentricity.  Two  of  them,  however,  were 
not  quite  so  blind.  Bobby  Benson  and 
Pinky  Palmer  felt  a  real  affection  for  their 
teacher  and  they  noted  the  changes  in 
Tiberius  with  something  like  apprehen- 
sion.    They  talked  it  over  one   morning 
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just  before  the  bell  rang  for  the  class  to 
assemble. 

'^Say,  Pinky/'  said  Benson,  ^Hhe  old 
professor  is  as  much  of  a  boy  in  spirit  as  the 
youngest  fellow  in  the  Academy,  only  he 
doesn't  know  it/' 

^'That's  right/'  was  the  prompt  acquies- 
cence, ''and  he's  got  a  heart  so  big  that 
when  it  beats  it  almost  bursts  the  buttons 
off  his  vest." 

''Oh,  he's  a  good  scout,  all  right,  and  if 
the  kids  around  this  place  only  knew  it  they 
haven't  got  a  better  friend  on  earth." 

"Right  you  be,"  agreed  Palmer,  "he's  a 
gold  old  scout,  and  I'm  mighty  glad  we're 
in  his  class  again.  It  looks  as  if  fate  or 
something  or  other  had  doped  it  out  just 
right  for  us.  We  started  with  him  in  first 
year  high,  and  every  term  he's  been  moved 
up  a  class,  so  that  we've  always  kept  with 
him." 

Benson  nodded.  He  was  silent  for  a 
moment  as  if  trying  to  recall  something. 
Presently  he  burst  forth. 

"Say,  Pinky,  do  you  remember  the  time 
you  brought  the  big  black  bear  into  the 
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class-room  and  nearly  scared  Tiberius  to 
death?'' 

''You  bet  I  do,"  laughed  the  other. 
''How  can  I  ever  forget  it?  It  was  good  fim 
until  I  found  out  that  it  was  likely  to  give 
the  old  gentleman  nervous  prostration/' 

"You  came  near  being  expelled  from 
school/'  suggested  Benson  with  a  look  of 
mischief  in  his  eyes. 

"You  don't  have  to  tell  me  that  either," 
was  the  quick  response;  "and  the  man  that 
saved  me  was  Tiberius  Brown.  There's 
not  one  fellow  in  a  thousand  that  would 
have  stood  up  for  me  the  way  he  did.  He's 
decent,  all  right,  and  I'll  never  forget  him 
as  long  as  I  live." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  the 
object  of  it  walked  across  the  campus  and 
proceeded  into  the  school-room.  Tiberius 
was  wrapped  in  thought.  His  black  frock 
coat  was  buttoned  tightly  around  his  thin 
body.  His  hands  were  folded  behind  him. 
The  short  sleeves  of  his  coat,  exposing  his 
wrists,  made  his  hands  look  twice  as  long 
and  lean  as  they  really  were.  His  hat  was 
on  the  back  of  his  head  and  his  glasses  were 


36  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

pushed  up  from  his  bushy  eyebrows.  His 
lips  were  moving  as  though  he  were  speak- 
ing to  himself  and  he  was  so  absorbed  in  his 
meditation  that  he  passed  the  two  boys 
without  seeing  them.  They  looked  at  one 
another  significantly.  It  was  Benson  that 
broke  the  silence. 

''What  did  I  tell  you?  He's  going  in 
there  just  hke  a  man  walking  in  his  sleep/' 

''Nobody  home  but  the  tree  and  that's 
going  to  leave/'_  quoted  the  red-haired 
one. 

But  Benson  did  not  laugh  at  this  witti- 
cism. He  had  become  unusually  thought- 
ful and  presently  he  walked  into  the  room, 
followed  by  his  chum.  The  professor  was 
already  at  his  desk  moving  the  books  and 
papers  about  as  if  trying  to  obtain  some 
semblance  of  order. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Brown,"  said  Bobby 
as  he  reached  the  teacher's  platform. 

The  professor  pulled  down  his  glasses 
before  replying.  He  squinted  at  the  boy 
once  or  twice  as  if  he  were  trying  to  refresh 
his  memory. 

"Why,  bless  my  soul,  Benson/'  he  ex- 
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claimed  finally,  '^I  really  did  not  know  you 
at  first.     What  were  you  saying?'^ 

"I  said  good  morning/'  repeated  the  boy. 

'^Ah,"  said  the  teacher,  sitting  up  and 
assuming  his  oratorical  attitude,  ^^I  don't 
know  that  I  can  agree  with  you  on  that 
point.  As  I  came  in  I  distinctly  noticed 
dark  spots  on  the  sky  and  such  things,  I 
have  observed,  frequently  indicate  the  ap- 
proach of  inclement  weather.'' 

Bobby  could  scarcely  restrain  a  desire 
to  laugh.  This  speech  was  thoroughly 
characteristic  of  the  simple-minded  pro- 
fessor. Palmer,  who  had  been  listening  in 
silence,  now  joined  in  the  conversation. 

'^How  could  you  see  the  sky,"  he  asked 
politely,  "when  you  had  your  eyes  glued 
on  the  groimd?" 

Tiberius  peered  at  the  red-haired  one 
through  his  glasses. 

"Oh,  Palmer,  I  did  not  know  you  were 
there  until  you  spoke,  and  I  fear  that  you 
have  spoken  without  due  thought." 

"How  so?" 

"Well,  without  going  into  details  or 
giving  your  words  very  careful  considera- 
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tion,  I  noticed  several  errors  of  state- 
ment/' 

"What,  for  instance?'^ 

"Well,  in  the  first  place,  my  eyes  were 
not  glued  to  the  ground.  That  is  a  per- 
fectly preposterous  statement.  My  eyes 
were  not  on  the  ground  at  all.  They  were 
in  my  head,  and  although  they  appeared 
to  be  glancing  at  the  ground,  I  was  per- 
fectly aware  of  the  condition  prevailing  in 
the  sky." 

Pinky  threw  up  his  hands  with  a  gesture 
of  despair. 

"Ill  take  it  all  back,  professor,''  he  said 
with  a  smile  that  brightened  up  his  face. 
"I  see  that  I'm  aU  wrong  and  that  you're 
all  right." 

Tiberius  made  a  sweeping  movement  with 
one  of  his  long  arms  as  though  to  dismiss 
that  phase  of  the  case. 

"I  have  no  desire  to  find  fault  with  you, 
Palmer.  I  simply  wished  to  call  your 
attention  to  your  tendency  to  be  inaccurate 
in  speech.  The  matter  is  of  no  importance, 
but  if  you  can  profit  by  my  remarks,  I  shall 
be  highly  gratified." 
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By  this  time  the  other  boys  were  stream- 
ing into  the  room  and  after  a  few  minutes 
the  class  was  called  to  order.  Latin  recita- 
tions were  scheduled  for  that  morning  and 
Benson,  who  was  called  upon  first,  read  his 
theme  in  a  manner  that  elicited  the  praise 
of  the  teacher.  The  others  followed  in 
quick  succession  and  before  they  fully 
realized  it,  one-haK  of  the  morning  was 
gone. 

The  remainder  of  the  session  was  devoted 
to  Mathematics  and  English.  Pinky  Pal- 
mer and  the  Sleeping  Beauty  distinguished 
themselves  in  the  last-named  branch  of 
study  and  before  the  morning  was  over  they 
had  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  they 
had  each  won  honor  cards  for  the  month. 

But  throughout  the  entire  session  the 
professor  gave  evidences  of  his  absent- 
mindedness.  First  he  was  searching  for 
his  spectacles,  and  after  that  he  was  en- 
gaged in  a  still  hunt  for  his  lead  pencil. 
Finally,  in  a  moment  of  awkwardness,  he 
spilled  all  of  his  books  from  his  table  on  to 
the  floor.  There  was  a  great  scrambling 
among  the  boys  at  this  mishap  and  each  one 
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in  turn  appeared  to  be  very  solicitous,  by 
returning  the  books  to  their  place. 

^^  Thank  you,  gentlemen,  thank  you  very 
much,"  said  the  professor  to  the  boys  who 
had  volunteered  to  replace  the  scattered 
volumes  to  his  desk.  After  the  pupils  had 
resumed  their  places,  the  Sleeping  Beauty 
raised  his  hand  and  after  gaining  the  atten- 
tion of  the  professor,  he  said: 

'^Teacher,  can  I  say  that  a  man  was  dig- 
ging a  well  with  a  Roman  nose?" 

Ripples  of  laughter  came  from  different 
parts  of  the  room  and  several  boys,  who 
could  not  restrain  their  feelmgs,  burst  out 
in  shouts  of  undisguised  glee. 

'^There's  nothing  to  laugh  at/'  exclaimed 
the  teacher  reprovingly.  ^^The  question 
which  Forbes  asks  is  a  perfectly  proper  one 
and  deserves  a  serious  reply." 

The  captain  of  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven 
wrinkled  his  nose  at  this  unexpected  re- 
sponse and  had  all  he  could  do  to  keep  a 
straight  face.  He  stood  in  an  attitude  of 
respectful  attention. 

'^My  boy,"  continued  the  teacher,  "you 
could  say  that,  but  it  would  be  absolutely 
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incorrect  and  ridiculous.  More  than  that, 
it  is  the  sort  of  thing  you  hear  every  day  in 
the  week  from  the  lips  of  men  who  should 
know  better.  It  seems  hardly  necessary 
for  me  to  tell  you  that  a  man  with  a  Roman 
nose  could  dig  a  well,  but  that  it  would  be 
manifestly  impossible  for  a  man  to  dig  a 
well  with  a  Roman  nose.^' 

Having  relieved  his  mind  of  this,  Tiberius 
turned  to  the  papers  before  him  and  began 
to  mark  them.  Forbes  sat  down,  but  the 
query  he  had  propounded  seemed  to  be  the 
signal  for  general  disorder  in  the  room. 
The  venerable  teacher  seemed  to  be  un- 
conscious of  what  was  going  on  around  him 
and  he  sat  at  his  desk  quite  contented 
until  the  bell  rang  for  the  noon-day  recess. 

The  boys  rushed  out  on  the  campus, 
eager  to  romp  awhile  before  going  to  the 
refectory.  Palmer  and  Benson  met  near 
the  doorway. 

^^Say,  Bobby,"  said  Pinky  with  a  trace 
of  concern  in  his  voice,  ^^I  believe  youVe 
right  about  Tiberius.  It  strikes  me  that  he^s 
beginning  to  fail.  He^s  growing  more 
absent-minded  every  day." 
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^^Did  you  notice  that?''  asked  Benson. 

"Sure  I  did.     How  could  I  help  it?'' 

Benson  was  quiet  for  a  few  moments  and 
then  he  put  his  hand  on  Palmer's  shoulder 
very  impressively. 

"Pinky,  I've  been  thinking  about  this 
business  for  two  or  three  days  and  I've  got 
it  doped  out  to  my  satisfaction." 

"What  is  it?" 

"Tiberius  isn't  a  bit  more  absent-minded 
than  he  ever  was.  It's  something  else. 
There's  something  on  his  mind." 

"What  is  it?" 

"I  don't  know,  but  I'm  sure  of  one  thing, 
and  that  is  if  he  could  tell  it  to  somebody 
else  it  would  relieve  him  a  whole  lot." 


CHAPTER  IV 

FORBES  SHOWS  HIS  METTLE 

THE  process  of  seasoning  and  harden- 
ing the  boys  who  were  to  compose 
the  Bell  Haven  Eleven  went  on 
steadily,  day  by  day.  The  Sleeping  Beauty 
was  proving  himself  to  be  captain  of  the 
team  in  fact  as  well  as  in  name.  He  was  at 
it  early  and  late  and  he  worked  so  hard  that 
he  scarcely  had  time  to  devote  to  his  studies. 
Indeed,  he  spent  so  many  of  his  spare  mo- 
ments on  the  field  that  he  was  frequently 
compelled  to  stay  up  till  one  and  two  o'clock 
in  the  morning  to  keep  pace  with  his  daily 
lessons. 

At  the  end  of  the  fourth  week  of  training 
it  was  pretty  well  understood  who  should 
form  the  team.  Forbes  and  Mike  Murray 
had  a  number  of  talks  on  this  subject  and 
they  agreed  on  most  of  the  boys  who  should 
get  on  the  team.  Forbes  announced  that 
he  would  play  fuUback,  that  Bobby  Benson 
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should  be  quarterback,  Pinky  Palmer  right 
halfback  and  Gordon  Greely  left  haK- 
back. 

It  was  not  so  easy  to  decide  on  the  other 
boys,  but  it  was  stated  in  a  tentative  way 
that  Harry  Webb,  one  of  the  new  boys  who 
was  very  quick  on  his  feet,  should  be  the 
center  for  the  team.  Nelson  James  was 
delegated  as  the  right  end  and  Tony  Brill 
as  the  left  end.  Both  of  these  boys  were 
quick  thinkers  and  were  likely  to  give  a  good 
account  of  themselves  in  a  hotly  contested 
game.  The  most  promising  candidates  for 
guards  and  tackles  were  all  new  boys,  but 
they  possessed  all  of  the  physical  require- 
ments and  had  shown  grit  and  determina- 
tion in  the  practice.  They  were  Dick 
Thompson,  Arthur  West,  Bill  Fielding, 
Tom  Anthony,  Harold  O'Neill  and  Jim 
Anderson. 

Forbes  was  very  much  pleased  with  the 
progress  that  had  been  made.  The  boys 
were  not  only  hard  workers,  but  they  were 
filled  with  the  quenchless  enthusiasm  which 
counts  so  much  in  the  winning  of  games. 
He  now  had  enough  competent  players  to 
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form  two  teams,  with  a  few  substitutes 
thrown  in  for  good  measure.  They  not 
only  practiced  on  the  field,  but  on  Thurs- 
days took  long  walks  in  the  country,  fol- 
lowed by  a  shower  bath  and  a  vigorous  rub- 
down.  In  the  early  part  of  the  practice 
season  many  of  the  boys  complained  of 
stiffness,  but  by  degeees  this  wore  off  until 
finally  the  daily  w^ork-out  seemed  both 
natural  and  agreeable.  Mike  Murray  urged 
them  to  vary  their  training  by  playing  base- 
ball and  tennis  and  indulging  in  an  occa- 
sional swim,  thus  keeping  up  a  reasonable 
amount  of  exercise  without  being  weakened 
by  the  process. 

L  The  result  of  this  sort  of  thing  was  all 
that  could  be  expected.  A  week  before  the 
first  game,  the  trainer  pronounced  the  boys 
to  be  in  the  pink  of  condition.  They  were 
as  hard  as  nails  and  ready  and  anxious  for 
the  fray. 

About  this  time  a  little  incident  occurred 
that  tested  Forbes'  mettle  as  captain.  A 
meeting  had  been  called  for  the  purpose  of 
insisting  upon  the  necessity  of  keeping  up 
the  regular  diet.     The  boys  were  told  that 
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fried  foods  and  pastry  should  be  eaten  only 
m  small  amounts  and  only  when  most  care- 
fully prepared,  but  above  all  things  they 
were  warned  to  avoid  stimulants  and  not 
to  smoke  in  any  form — ^which  placed  a  ban 
on  cigars,  cigarettes  and  pipes  alike. 

'^I^d  like  to  ask  a  question,''  piped  up 
Tony  Brill  when  these  final  instructions 
were  being  issued. 

^^What  is  it?''  asked  trainer  Murray. 

'^Simply  this.  Can't  we  smoke  an  occa- 
sional pipe  of  tobacco?  I've  got  sense 
enough  to  know  that  a  fellow  can't  use 
alcohol  in  any  form,  but  I  wouldn't  think 
that  a  pipe  once  a  day  would  do  me  any 
harm." 

'^Do  you  think  it  would  do  you  any 
good?"  queried  the  field  veteran. 

"No,  I  don't  suppose  it  would,  but  I 
don't  think  it  would  harm  me." 

"There's  where  I  differ  with  you,"  said 
Murray.  "I've  had  experience  and  I  know 
what  I'm  talking  about.  Tobacco  irritates 
the  throat  and  lungs  and  it  is  a  real  handi- 
cap to  any  athlete.  It  won't  do  to  say  that 
the  damage  is  slight.     We  don't  want  to 
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have  any  damage  at  all  and  the  only  safe 
way  is  to  cut  it  out  altogether/' 

''That  goes/'  interjected  Forbes,  ''and 
I  want  every  boy  on  this  team  to  under- 
stand that  the  rules  have  to  be  strictly  ob- 
served. We  haven't  got  any  time  at  Bell 
Haven  for  back-sliders." 

"What  would  you  do  if  you  caught  one  of 
the  team  smoking  a  pipe?''  asked  Pinky 
Palmer,  wrinkling  his  stubby  nose  and 
smiling  in  his  engaging  manner. 

"I'd  fire  him  off  the  team,"  was  the 
prompt  reply. 

Pinky  nodded  his  head  once  or  twice  as 
though  he  were  trying  to  grasp  the  idea. 

"Would  you  do  it  to  any  member  of  the 
team,  no  matter  who  he  was?" 

"Sure,"  was  the  quick  response,  "I'm 
not  playing  any  favorites." 

"That's  all  I  wanted  to  know,"  said  the 
irrepressible  Palmer  as  he  resumed  his  seat. 

Two  days  after  one  of  the  boys  rushed 
over  to  the  Sleeping  Beauty  as  he  was 
crossing  the  campus,  and  said : 

"You're  wanted  in  Bobby  Benson's  room 
right  away." 
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''What's  the  trouble?'^ 

''I  don't  know.  I  was  only  told  to  tell 
you  that  you'd  have  to  come  in  a  hurry.'' 

Wondering  at  this  strange  siunmons,  the 
Sleeping  Beauty  made  his  way  towards  the 
dormitories  He  walked  up  the  dark, 
narrow  stairway  and  presently  foimd  him- 
self in  front  of  Benson's  room.  He  grasped 
the  knob,  but  the  door  did  not  open.  He 
poimded  on  the  panels  and  heard  a  scamper- 
ing from  within.  Presently  the  door  yielded 
and  entering  the  apartment,  Forbes  saw 
Pinky  Palmer,  Bobby  Benson  and  Mike 
Murray  standing  in  a  group.  There  seemed 
to  be  something  queer  about  their  attitude. 
Each  one  looked  at  the  other  in  a  suspicious 
manner,  but  none  of  them  spoke.  As 
Forbes  entered  the  room  he  had  noticed 
a  curious  movement  on  the  part  of  Bobby 
Benson.  He  started  back  in  a  quick, 
guilty  manner  as  the  door  opened  and  he 
threw  something  into  a  large  saucer  that 
stood  on  the  mantelpiece.  The  Sleeping 
Beauty  looked  in  that  direction  and  as  his 
eye  rested  on  the  bit  of  china,  his  heart 
sunk.     It  was  a  big-bowled  pipe  and  the 
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smoke  was  still  issuing  from  it.  In  fact, 
the  room  was  filled  with  the  fumes  of 
tobacco.  It  was  Pinky  Palmer  who  broke 
the  embarrassing  silence. 

'^Well,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  Sleeping 
Beauty  and  nodding  his  head  significantly 
in  the  direction  of  the  pipe,  "I  suppose 
you  see  it?'' 

^^Yes,"  said  Forbes  curtly,  "and  smell  it 
too.'' 

"What  do  you  propose  to  do  about  it?" 
asked  the  red-haired  one  in  an  insolent 
manner. 

Forbes  looked  in  the  direction  of  Mike 
Murray  and  the  trainer  returned  the  glance 
without  saying  anything.  The  yoimg  cap- 
tain thought  that  this  was  very  strange. 
Indeed,  the  presence  of  the  coach  in  the 
room  at  that  time  and  under  the  circum- 
stances was  very  curious. 

"Have  you  got  anything  to  say?"  asked 
the  Sleeping  Beauty  finally,  turning  his 
eyes  appealingly  to  Murray. 

"Not  a  word,"  was  the  crisp  retort. 

Something  like  a  leer  was  seen  to  creep 
about  the  comers  of  Pinky  Palmer's  mouth. 
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''See  here,  Forbes/'  he  said,  walking 
over  and  slapping  the  stout  one  on  the 
back,  ''I  hope  you're  not  going  to  make  a 
fuss  over  nothing.  This  is  between  friends 
anyhow.  You  said  the  other  night  that 
you'd  fire  the  first  boy  that  was  caught 
smoking,  but  I  knew  then  that  you  didn't 
mean  it.  I  was  sure  that  you  v/ouidn't 
do  anything  to  Bobby  or  me." 

The  color  was  slowly  rising  in  the  face 
of  the  Sleeping  Beauty.  His  eyes  were 
dancing  and  when  he  spoke  it  was  with 
unusual  determination. 

''We'll  see  whether  I  meant  it  or  not," 
he  exclaimed.  "But  first  I  want  to  know 
what  Benson  has  got  to  say  for  himself. 
I'm  not  going  to  condemn  any  fellow  with- 
out hearing  what  he  has  to  say." 

There  was  a  painful  silence  that  lasted 
for  many  moments.  It  was  evident  that 
John  Forbes  was  undergoing  a  severe 
ordeal.  He  looked  at  Benson,  but  that 
boy's  eyes  were  cast  on  the  ground.  Pres- 
ently Forbes  spoke  and  as  he  did  so  his 
lips  quivered  in  spite  of  himself. 

"Bobby,"  he  said,   "I — ^I  suppose  you 
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forgot  yourself,  didn't  you?  You  didn't 
mean  to  break  the  rule,  did  you?'' 

But  Benson  remained  perfectly  quiet, 
his  eyes  still  cast  on  the  ground.  With  a 
gust  of  anger  the  Sleeping  Beauty  stamped 
his  foot. 

"Why  don't  you  speak?  What  have  you 
got  to  say?" 

Benson  looked  up  with  a  steady  stare 
in  his  eyes. 

'^I  haven't  a  word  to  say." 

Forbes  tried  to  swallow.  Something 
seemed  to  stick  in  his  throat.  Then 
hoarsely  he  cried: 

"I  have — ^I  have  something  to  say. 
You're  no  longer  a  member  of  the  Bell 
Haven  Football  Team." 

There  was  perfect  silence  for  a  moment 
and  then  Mike  Murray,  Benson  and  Palmer 
burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  Forbes 
looked  at  them  in  a  puzzled  way  and  said 
in  a  low  voice: 

"Where's  the  joke?" 

"The  joke  is  supposed  to  be  on  you," 
replied  the  trainer,  "but  I  think  it's  on 
these  youngsters." 
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^'What  do  you  mean?'' 

"I  mean  that  I  am  the  man  who  was 
smoking  the  pipe.  Pinky  Pahner  thought 
he  would  have  some  fun  with  you.  He  sent 
that  boy  for  you  and  then  arranged  it  so 
that  Benson  would  be  laying  down  the  pipe 
when  you  came  into  the  room.  They 
thought  that  you  wouldn't  have  the  nerve 
to  discipline  your  chum,  but  you  did  all 
right  and  I  respect  you  for  it." 

A  smile  gradually  crept  over  the  face  of 
the  Sleeping  Beauty,  but  he  turned  to 
Palmer  with  a  trace  of  annoyance  in  his 
voice  as  he  exclaimed: 

''Pinky,  for  two  shakes  of  a  lamb's  tail, 
I'd  fire  you  off  the  team — ^I'd  do  it  anyhow 
if  I  didn't  think  so  much  of  you." 


CHAPTER  V 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  OLD  SHED 

IN  the  early  days  of  the  Bell  Haven 
Academy  most  of  the  produce  used  on 
the  tables  was  grown  on  a  farm  adjoin- 
ing the  institution.  Also  a  cow  was  kept 
and  an  abundant  supply  of  fresh  milk  was 
one  of  the  inducements  held  out  to  fond 
parents  when  they  were  asked  to  send  their 
boys  to  the  Academy.  That  system  no 
longer  prevailed,  but  the  old  cow-shed  still 
survived  in  a  comer  of  a  vacant  lot  just 
beyond  the  football  field. 

It  w^as  deserted  and  looked  as  if  a  strong 
wind  would  blow  it  to  kingdom  come. 
The  roof  had  fallen  into  decay  and  some  of 
the  boards  on  the  side  had  been  torn  away 
and  were  stuffed  with  paper  and  old  rags. 
The  door,  however,  was  securely  locked 
with  a  steel  padlock,  which  seemed  to  be 
a  curious  procedure  in  view  of  the  abandoned 
nature  of  the  ancient  shed. 

(53) 
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It  had  been  the  intention  to  convert  the 
place  into  a  garage,  but  at  the  last  moment 
it  was  found  to  be  in  such  bad  condition 
that  the  idea  was  dismissed  as  impracticable. 
One  day  after  practice,  Bobby  Benson  and 
Pinky  Palmer  were  crossing  the  field  when 
they  saw  the  door  of  the  old  shed  cautiously 
open  and  a  man  come  out.  He  paused  for 
a  moment,  locked  the  door  and  then  hastily 
proceeded  in  the  direction  of  the  Academy. 
It  was  late  on  a  foggy  afternoon,  but  through 
the  creeping  mists  the  boys  could  see  the 
outlines  of  a  long,  lean  figure. 

^^He  didn't  look  like  a  tramp,''  said 
Benson  to  his  friend. 

^^No,''  rephed  Palmer.  '^I  can't  see  him 
very  distinctly,  but  there's  something 
peculiar  about  that  walk.'' 

^^ Let's  follow  him,"  suggested  Bobby. 

The  red-haired  one  nodded  assent  and 
the  boys  started  on  a  run  after  the  mys- 
terious figure.  When  they  reached  the 
Academy  the  unknown  was  turning  into 
one  of  the  class-rooms.  The  pursuers  were 
only  a  few  yards  behind.  He  walked 
towards  the  window.     The  merest  streak 
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of  grayish  da*ylight  was  still  lingering  and 
by  its  aid  they  got  a  view  of  the  man's 
face  and  as  they  did  so,  crept  back  into  the 
hallway  with  a  gasp  of  surprise. 

It  was  Tiberius  Brown! 

Bobby  and  Pinky  silently  tip-toed  out 
of  the  building.  Once  on  the  campus  they 
gazed  at  one  another  with  faintly-smiling 
lips.  The  auburn-haired  youth  was  the 
first  to  speak. 

'^Can  you  beat  it?''  he  asked  huskily. 

"I  certainly  can't/'  was  the  whispered 
reply. 

'^  I  wonder  what  he's  been  doing,"  queried 
Pinky,  hah  to  himself. 

'^I  dunno,"  said  Bobby,  ^'only  I'd  hate 
like  sin  to  have  him  think  that  we  were 
spying  on  him." 

^^Same  here.  I'd  like  to  forget  it  if  I 
could,  but  I'm  afraid  I  can't.  You  said  the 
other  day  that  he  acted  as  if  he  had  some- 
thing on  his  mind;  I  guess  you  were  more 
than  half  right." 

^^  Suppose — suppose  we  wait  here  until 
he  comes  out  and  then  pretend  we've  met 
him  by  accident?" 
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^^Oh,  gee,  I  couldn^t  do  that  to  him/' 
protested  Pinky.  ^^It  wouldn't  seem 
square.  It  would  seem  Uke  taking  advan- 
tage of  a  child.'' 

Bobby  nodded. 

'' You're  right.  We'll  go  away  and  leave 
him,  but  honestly,  I  feel  nervous  about 
the  old  man.  I'd  hate  anything  to  happen 
to  him.     He's  certainly  acting  queer." 

''He  always  did  act  queer,"  retorted 
Palmer,  ''so  you  needn't  think  anything 
of  that." 

Tiberius  Brown  was  in  his  accustomed 
seat  in  the  class-room  on  the  following 
morning  looking  none  the  worse  for  his 
adventure  of  the  afternoon  before.  Indeed, 
if  anything,  he  looked  brighter  and  more 
cheerful  than  usual.  He  was  not  quite  so 
absent-minded  as  he  had  been  on  previous 
days  and  at  intervals  he  showed  a  dis- 
position to  be  quite  jovial  with  the 
pupils.  The  strained  look  that  had 
haunted  his  pale  face  for  many  days  was 
absent. 

"What  do  you  think  of  it,  Bobby?" 
queried  Palmer  in  a  stage  whisper. 
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^'It  gets  me/'  was  the  muffled  reply. 
'^I'll  have  to  give  it  up  for  a  bad  job." 

After  practice  and  about  dusk  on  the 
following  day  Bobby  and  Pinky  noticed 
a  light  shining  through  the  chinks  of  the 
old  shed.  The  unexpected  sight  seemed 
like  an  invitation  to  investigate.  The 
boys  hesitated.  They  had  so  much  respect 
and  affection  for  Tiberius  Brown  that  they 
were  reluctant  to  pry  into  his  affairs. 
They  started  toward  the  Academy,  but 
they  had  not  gone  many  yards  when 
Benson  halted. 

^' Pinky/'  he  said,  ^'I  can't  go  away  with- 
out taking  a  peep  at  that  old  cow-shed. 
How  do  you  feel  about  it?" 

'^The  same/'  confessed  Pinky.  ''I've 
been  fighting  the  desire  to  go  over  there 
ever  since  that  light  caught  my  eyes." 

Slowly  the  boys  turned  and  walked  in 
the  direction  of  the  tumbled-down  shanty. 
They  seemed  to  be  going  against  their  wills. 
They  were  as  moths  attracted  by  a  flame. 
This  thought  must  have  prompted  itself 
to  Benson's  mind  for  he  said  in  a  haff- 
apologetic  way: 
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^^  Maybe  we'll  be  sorry  after  we  get  there, 
Pinky.'' 

The  red-haired  one  grinned. 

"A  case  of  fooling  with  fire  until  you 
get  burnt.     Is  that  what  you  mean?" 

The  other  boy  nodded. 

''You  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  That's 
just  what  I  meant." 

By  this  time  they  were  very  near  the 
decaying  building  and  the  light  that  came 
through  the  openings  seemed  brighter  than 
before.  They  crept  up  very  close  and 
peered  in  through  a  very  large  hole  in  the 
front  of  the  shed.  Tiberius  Brown  was 
there  without  hat,  coat,  collar  or  tie.  His 
sleeves  were  rolled  up  and  he  was  working 
over  a  curious  contrivance  that  was  spread 
out  on  a  small  platform  in  the  center  of 
the  floor.  Even  from  where  they  stood 
the  boys  could  see  that  the  aged  pro- 
fessor was  very  much  excited.  His 
eyes  were  dancing  and  there  was  a 
tenseness  about  him  that  suggested  genius 
or  madness. 

Bobby  moved  aside  for  a  moment  and 
then  finding  a  soap  box,   propped  it  up 
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against  the  side  of  the  building  in  order  to 
get  a  better  view. 

''I  hate  to  do  this/'  he  whispered,  ^^but 
if  anything  goes  wrong  with  Tiberius,  it^s 
up  to  us  to  look  after  him." 

'^All  right,"  agreed  Palmer,  '^all  right, 
but  hurry  up  so  that  I  can  get  a  chance  to 
see  how  it  looks  from  the  gallery." 

Benson  started  to  laugh  at  this  jest,  but 
the  motion  of  his  body  must  have  affected 
a  weak  part  of  his  support,  for  the  box 
collapsed  with  a  crash  and  the  boy  went 
tumbling  into  the  dust.  The  noise  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  man  on  the  inside.  He 
grabbed  up  a  lantern  and  hurried  out  into 
the  darkness.  Bobby  had  just  recovered 
himseK  and  as  Tiberius  neared  him  he  held 
up  the  lamp  and  gazed  at  the  boy  in  the 
steady,  scrutinizing  manner  common  to 
near-sighted  persons. 

''Bless  my  soul,"  he  exclaimed,  ''but  I 
believe  it's  Benson." 

"You're  right,"  admitted  Bobby,  "and 
here's  Palmer  behind  me." 

"Tittle-tattle,"  mimicked  the  red-haired 
one.  "You  had  to  go  telling  tales,  didn'tyou?" 
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Tiberius  paid  no  attention  to  these  words, 
but  looking  at  his  pupils  sternly  he  said: 

"What  in  the  world  are  you  boys  doing 
out  here?'' 

There  was  silence  for  several  moments 
after  the  question  was  asked.  Presently 
Palmer  with  characteristic  impulsiveness 
cried  out: 

"That's  just  what  we  were  going  to  ask 
you  now.  What  are  you  doing  in  such  a 
queer  place?'^ 

The  professor  adjusted  his  steel-rimmed 
glasses  over  the  bridge  of  his  large  nose 
before  replying. 

"It's — ^it's  a  secret/'  he  said  finally. 

"In  that  event/'  cried  Bobby,  "we'll 
bid  you  a  very  good  evening." 

The  boys  started  off,  but  they  had  not 
gone  many  yards  before  Tiberius  ran  after 
them. 

"Hold  on,  boys,"  he  cried  breathlessly, 
"you  might  as  well  come  in  and  I'll  tell 
you  all  about  it." 

A  feeling  of  misgiving  took  possession  of 
Palmer. 

"I  hope  you  won't  think  we're  trying  to 
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poke  our  noses  into  your  business.  You 
don't  have  to  tell  us  a  thing.  If  you  say 
the  word,  we'll  go  away  and  you  can  con- 
sider us  deaf,  dumb  and  blind.  Isn't 
that  right,  Bobby?" 

'^You  bet  it  is,"  assented  Bobby.  ''The 
professor  can  count  on  us  till  the  finish." 

Tiberius  was  evidently  touched  by  this 
evidence  of  boyish  loyalty. 

''I  am  proud,  boys,"  he  said  in  his 
stately  manner,  ''to  know  that  I  possess 
your  confidence  to  such  a  high  degree,  but 
this  business  is  bound  to  come  out  sooner 
or  later  and  I'd  rather  tell  it  to  you 
youngsters  than  to  anyone  else  in  Bell 
Haven." 

He  led  the  way  into  the  shed,  taking 
care  to  close  and  lock  the  door  after  him. 
The  interior  of  the  place  was  hghted  by 
two  big  lamps  with  reflectors  behind  them. 
On  a  platform  in  the  center  of  the  room  was 
something  that  resembled  the  bottom  of 
a  truck.  Closer  examination  showed  that 
it  was  the  lov/er  part  of  an  automobile. 
While  the  boys  were  staring  at  this  strange 
sight    Tiberius    waved    a    long    arm    and 
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exclaimed  in  the  voice  of  a  professional 
lecturer: 

^'Behold  the  result  of  two  years  of  very, 
very  hard  work!'' 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Benson, 
wondering  if  the  teacher  was  losing  his 
senses. 

"It's  hard  to  explain  in  a  few  words, 
but  it's  a  patent — a  patent  I've  been 
working  on  whenever  I  got  the  chance." 

A  light  dawned  in  two  pair  of  youthful 
eyes.  The  mystery  was  explained;  the 
puzzle  was  solved.  A  smile  appeared  about 
the  corners  of  Benson's  mouth. 

"Now  I  know  why  you've  been  so  absent- 
minded  lately,  Professor,"  he  said. 

"Really,"  said  Tiberius,  straightening  up 
his  long  form,  "I  had  no  idea  that  I  was 
anything  but  normal." 

"Oh,  you  were  normal  enough,  but  a 
blind  man  could  tell  you  had  something 
important  on  your  mind." 

"We  should  all  have  something  important 
on  our  mind,  but " 

"Tell  us  what  it's  all  about,''  interjected 
Pinky  in  his  quick,  impatient  way. 
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"Yes,"  said  Bobby,  "we're  just  dying 
with  curiosity." 

Tiberius  reached  in  his  inside  pocket 
and  pulled  out  several  blueprints.  He 
unfolded  these  and  pursed  up  his  lips  as 
though  he  were  about  to  begin  a  scientific 
discourse.  Then  with  a  shake  of  the  head 
he  rolled  up  the  papers  and  replaced  them 
in  his  frock  coat. 

"I'll  not  bore  you  boys  with  a  lot  of  dry 
talk,"  he  said.  "It's  sufficient  to  tell 
you  that  IVe  been  working  on  a  contri- 
vance which  proposes  to  make  automobiling 
safer  and  pleasanter.  It  has  relation  to 
skidding  and  to  the  prevention  of  what  is 
known  as  turning  turtle.  I  don't  pretend 
that  it  can  stop  that  altogether,  but  it 
will  make  it  well  nigh  impossible." 

"And  you  have  been  working  out  here 
all  these  years?"  asked  Bobby,  his  eyes 
wide  open  with  astonishment. 

"Oh,  no,"  was  the  placid  reply,  "I've 
been  figuring  it  out  in  my  mind  and  on 
paper;  but  I  only  got  down  to  the  practical 
part  of  it  about  a  month  ago  and  it  struck 
me  that  this  old  shed  was  just  the  place 
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where  my  experiments  could  be  made  in 
secrecy." 

^^You  didn't  want  anybody  to  know 
then?''  queried  Benson. 

The  old  man  smiled  sadly. 

''No,"  he  said.  ''I've  learned  something 
from  bitter  experience.  Twice  I  have 
invented  things  which  have  been  stolen 
from  me  by  unscrupulous  persons.  I  am 
anxious  to  reap  the  benefit  of  this  last  idea 
so  that  I  can  see  daylight  after  all  my  hard 
work,  and  if  all  goes  well  it  should  be 
perfected  in  a  few  days." 

"You  think  it's  valuable  then?"  suggested 
Palmer. 

"I'm  sure  of  it,"  was  the  positive  reply. 
"The  idea  is  not  exactly  new,  but  it  is 
such  a  great  improvement  over  existing 
contrivances  that  I  am  sure  it  wiU  yield 
me  enough  money  to  keep  me  in  comfort 
for  the  remainder  of  my  days." 

There  was  a  mist  before  Benson's  eyes 
when  he  spoke  again  with  faintly  smiling 
lips. 

"I  don't  blame  you  for  wanting  to  keep 
it  quiet,"  he  murmured,   "and  I'm  only 
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sorry  we  stumbled  across  it  by  acci- 
dent/^ 

Tiberius  put  one  arm  on  the  shoulder  of 
each  boy. 

'^I'm  glad  you  found  me  out/^  he  said 
with  unwonted  earnestness,  ''and  I'm  going 
to  depend  on  you  two  to  help  me  keep  the 
secret  from  anyone  else/' 


CHAPTER  VI 


TOM  WATSON 


THE  opening  game  for  the  season  was 
scheduled  for  the  second  Saturday 
in  October  and  the  attraction  was  to 
be  Bell  Haven  vs,  Ravenroyd  in  the  field 
back  of  the  old  Academy.  Captain  Forbes 
decided  that  the  boys  should  put  in  a 
strenuous  week  of  training,  and  the  grilling 
process  began  on  Monday.  The  boys  went 
about  their  work  cheerfully  and  enthusias- 
tically and  before  the  shades  of  night  had 
fallen  they  demonstrated  that  every  member 
of  the  team  was  in  first-class  physical 
condition. 

On  Tuesday  afternoon  the  youngsters 
assembled  for  practice  at  the  usual  hour. 
Mike  Murray,  the  trainer,  was  not  present. 
Forbes  was  surprised,  because  the  trainer 
was  very  punctual  in  his  attendance  at  the 
practice  and  made  it  a  special  point  to  be 
there  before  the  work  was  started.     The 
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Sleeping  Beauty  began  the  preliminaries 
in  the  expectation  that  Murray  would 
make  his  appearance  before  long.  But  in 
this  he  was  disappointed.  A  half  hour 
went  by  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  the 
trainer  had  not  yet  arrived.  Forbes  turned 
to  Bobby  Benson. 

^^What  do  you  think  of  this?''  he  asked 
anxiously.  '^I  never  knew  the  Old  Man  to 
disappoint  us  before." 

'^Neither  did  I/'  replied  Benson,  ^'and  if 
I  were  you,  I'd  send  up  to  his  house  to 
see  what's  the  matter." 

A  messenger  was  hastily  dispatched  to 
Murray's  home  and  he  returned  in  a  short 
time  with  the  information  that  the  trainer 
was  ill  and  would  not  be  able  to  join  them 
that  afternoon.  He  added,  however,  that 
Murray  was  anxious  that  they  should  go 
ahead  with  the  practice. 

They  did  so,  but  somehow  or  other  the 
plays  seemed  to  lack  the  vim  and  vigor  that 
characterized  them  when  they  were  being 
made  under  the  kindly  but  experienced 
eyes  of  the  veteran  coach.  In  the  begin- 
ning Mm-ray  had  prepared  a  very  simple 
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code  of  signals  for  the  boys  in  order  to  break 
them  in,  but  today  for  the  first  time  they 
made  use  of  a  new  and  complex  set  that 
were  to  be  employed  in  the  game  with  the 
Ravenroyd  Eleven.  Bobby  Benson,  who 
was  playing  quarterback,  gave  out  the  num- 
bers in  a  quick,  snappy  way  which  in  itseK 
was  an  incentive  to  rapid  thinking  and 
alert  jumping.  The  initial  attempt  to  fol- 
low the  instructions  of  the  quarterback 
ended  in  general  confusion.  One  of  the  boys 
made  a  misplay  and  the  next  moment  a 
crowd  of  youngsters  lay  _^sprawling  on  the 
ground. 

For  the  second  time  they  took  their  posi- 
tions and  when  Benson  gave  out  the  signal, 
they  followed  it  with  much  more  intelli- 
gence. But  still  it  was  very  far  from  a  suc- 
cess and  Forbes  insisted  that  they  should 
repeat  the  play  until  they  were  able  to 
carry  it  out  to  the  smallest  detail.  It  was 
after  five  unsuccessful  attempts  had  been 
made  that  they  were  able  to  perform  to  the 
satisfaction  of  their  youthful  leader. 

After  the  players  had  been  dismissed 
for  the  afternoon,  Forbes  and  Bobby  Benson 
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called  to  see  Mike  Murray.  To  their  great 
regret,  they  found  that  he  was  quite  ill  and 
in  bed.  He  was  just  as  much  chagrined  as 
the  boys  and  said  with  a  wave  of  the  hand : 

^^It^s  all  right.  I  expect  to  be  out  on  the 
field  tomorrow  afternoon.'' 

''Excuse  me/'  said  the  doctor,  who  was 
standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  ''but  I'll 
have  to  disagree  with  you." 

"Physicians  usually  do  disagree,  if  I'm 
not  mistaken,"  said  Murray,  smiling  faintly. 

"Yes,"  murmured  Bobby  Benson  in  a 
sort  of  a  stage  whisper,  "and  they're  mighty 
disagreeable  in  the  bargain." 
•^The  doctor  pretended  not  to  hear  these 
remarks,  but  laying  his  hand  on  the  trainer's 
arm  in  a  haK-friendly,  haK-professional 
manner  he  said: 

"My  dear  friend,  you'll  be  lucky  if  you 
get  out  of  the  house  within  ten  days  and 
if  you  want  to  be  sure  of  doing  so,  you'll 
have  to  keep  quiet  and  follow  my  direc- 
tions." 

Murray  sighed  deeply  and  wrinkled  his 
nose  to  express  his  disappointment. 

"Boys,"  he  said  with  a  tinge  of  regret  in 
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his  voice,  ^'you^ll  have  to  get  another 
trainer/' 

'^Not  much/'  retorted  Benson  stoutly. 
''We're  not  going  to  have  any  trainer  ex- 
cept Mike  Murray." 

''But  Mike  Murray's  out  of  commission." 

"Then  we'll  wait  until  he  gets  into  com- 
mission again." 

The  sick  man  looked  at  his  young  cham- 
pion through  misty  eyes. 

"It's  fine  to  hear  you  talk  that  way," 
he  said  finally  in  a  weak  voice,  "but  even 
your  loyalty  to  me  won't  alter  the  situation. 
You've  got  to  have  a  coach  and  if  you're 
afraid^of  robbing  me  of  any  glory,  you  can 
call  him  the  assistant  trainer." 

"Will  that  be  possible?"  asked  Forbes. 

"Sure — ^you  can  get  a  man  to  take  the 
job  temporarily." 

"How?" 

"Just  telephone  to  Hedgewater.  Call  up 
the  secretary  of  the  Hedgewater  Athletic 
Association  and  explain  the  situation.  He'll 
be  able  to  send  you  a  man  that  will  fill  the 
bill  for  a  week  or  two." 

After    leaving    Murray's    room,    Forbes 
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made  his  way  to  a  long-distance  telephone 
and  got  into  communication  with  the  active 
spirit  of  the  Hedgewater  Athletic  Associa- 
tion. He  was  very  friendly  and  cordial 
and  promised  to  send  them  a  substitute 
trainer  within  twenty-four  hours. 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word.  Tom  Wat- 
son arrived  at  the  Bell  Haven  Academy  on 
the  following  morning  and  introduced  him- 
self to  Captain  Forbes,  with  a  remark  that 
he  would  be  ready  to  get  down  to  business 
at  three  o'clock  that  afternoon. 

The  boys  were  already  on  the  football 
field  when  the  substitute  trainer  appeared 
and  they  looked  him  over  with  boyish 
curiosity.  He  was  an  undersized  man, 
with  a  black  mustache  and  heavy  jowls. 
He  came  on  the  field  wearing  a  tam-o'- 
shanter  cap,  a  yellow  sweater,  striped 
trousers  and  russet  shoes.  He  walked  with 
an  air  of  aggressiveness  that  seemed  in- 
stinctively to  put  most  of  the  boys  on  the 
defensive.  It  seemed  impossible  to  imagine 
a  man  presenting  a  greater  contrast  to 
Mike  Murray.  The  veteran  trainer  drew 
the  boys  to  him  with  cords  of  love  and 
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clasped  their  affection  with  hooks  of  steel; 
the  substitute,  whether  intentionally  or 
not,  repulsed  them  and  seemed  to  be  telling 
them  to  keep  at  a  distance. 

Bobby  Benson  experienced  this  feeling 
probably  more  than  any  other  member  of 
the  team.  Tom  Watson,  to  his  mind, 
carried  a  chip  on  his  shoulder  and,  without 
saying  so  in  words,  appeared  to  invite  any- 
body that  wished  to  knock  it  off.  The 
young  quarterback  discussed  the  matter 
with  Palmer. 

^^Pinky,^^  he  said,  "I  feel  as  though  IVe 
just  got  to  dislike  that  fellow.  IVe  been 
fighting  the  feeling,  but  I  can't  get  rid  of  it.'' 

"Bobby,  you're  foolish,"  said  Palmer 
with  much  earnestness.  "I  don't  know  a 
thing  about  this  man,  but  I'm  not  going  to 
bowl  him  out  on  suspicion.  You've  got  to 
take  people  as  you  find  them  and  not  as 
you'd  like  them  to  be." 

"Well,  I  find  him  to  be  a  mighty  disagree- 
able fellow,"  was  the  emphatic  assertion. 

Palmer  laughed  heartily  at  the  ardor  of 
his  chum  and  advised  him  to  "forget  it" 
and  get  down  to  business. 
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It  soon  became  evident  that  no  matter 
what  his  personahty  might  be,  Tom  Wat- 
son knew  the  game  of  football  as  intimately 
as  a  lawyer  might  know  the  rules  of  the 
court  in  which  he  practiced.  He  was  a  hard 
task-master;  in  fact,  he  proceeded  with  his 
work  harshly  and  gave  his  orders  with  the 
cold  abruptness  of  a  professional  slave- 
driver. 

^'Hey  there,  Benson,'^  he  yelled  at  one 
stage  of  the  practice,  ^Svake  up  or  get  out 
of  the  game.'^ 

Bobby's  face  flushed. 

^^I  guess  I'm  awake,  aU  right,"  he  said. 

^^ Awake,"  shouted  the  other.  '^Why, 
you're  sound  asleep  and  don't  know  it. 
If  all  the  fellows  were  like  you,  we'd  have 
to  bring  couches  out  here  on  the  field  to 
cater  to  their  comfort." 

The  yell  of  laughter  that  greeted  this 
remark  helped  to  cover  Benson's  discom- 
fiture. His  inclination  was  to  punch  the 
substitute  trainer  in  the  nose,  but  he  knew 
that  this  was  a  silly  thought  that  he  would 
have  to  overcome.  Watson  was  indis- 
criminate in  his  abuse.      Captain  Forbes 
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was  censured  as  freely  as  any  other  member 
of  the  team  and  little  Tony  Brill  almost 
overwhelmed  by  the  torrent  of  words  that 
came  from  the  new  man. 

"Brill/^  he  exclaimed,  '^if  you  don't  get 
down  on  that  ball  a  little  faster,  ITl  fire  you 
off  the  team.  You're  slower  than  cold 
molasses." 

While  most  of  the  boys  disliked  Watson, 
they  were  shrewd  enough  to  realize  that  he 
was  helping  them  in  their  work,  conse- 
quently they  concealed  their  feelings  and 
obeyed  his  orders  without  complaint.  Near 
the  close  of  the  practice,  Gordon  Greely, 
who  was  playing  right  half,  fell  over  with 
a  groan  and  lay  very  still  on  the  ground. 
The  boys  hurried  about  him  and  Bobby 
Benson,  who  began  to  chafe  his  wrists,  was 
intensely  alarmed  at  the  white  face  and 
quivering  eyelids  of  his  stalwart  friend. 

"What's  the  matter,  Gordon?"  he  asked 
anxiously.     "Are  you  hurt?" 

The  prostrate  one  looked  up  with  a  weak 
smile. 

"I  guess  I'm  all  right,  but  I  think  some- 
thing happened  to  my  ankle.     It  gave  me 
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a  sort  of  a  twist  and  made  me  see  red,  white 
and  blue.'' 

He  was  carried  off  to  the  side  Knes  and  a 
young  doctor  who  was  present  made  an 
immediate  examination  of  his  ankle.  At 
its  conclusion  he  said : 

''I  don't  think  there's  anything  serious 
here.  It  looks  to  me  as  if  it  might  be  a 
weak  ankle,  but  that's  about  the  worst  I 
I  can  say  for  it." 

Greely  sat  upright  at  this  decision  and 
insisted  on  getting  into  practice  again. 
Before  he  did  so,  the  ankle  was  tightly  ban- 
daged up  in  order  to  strengthen  it.  Greely 
got  on  his  feet  without  any  difficulty  and 
hurried  into  the  midst  of  a  scrimmage.  In 
a  few  minutes,  however,  the  ankle  troubled 
him  again  and  he  was  compelled  to  quit  for 
the  second  time.  The  doctor  gave  the 
offending  limb  a  more  careful  examination 
and  then  suggested  that  Greely  stay  out 
of  the  game  for  about  a  week.  He  was 
confident  that  at  the  end  of  that  time  the 
boy  would  be  able  to  resume  his  place. 

^^Misfortunes  never  come  singly,"  ex- 
claimed Captain  Forbes  with  a  wry  expres- 
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sion.  ^^  First  it  was  the  trainer  and  now  it 
is  Greely." 

"YouVe  got  a  trainer,  haven't  you?" 
interjected  Tom  Watson  with  an  ugly 
scowl. 

"Oh,  yes,  but— but '' 

"No  buts  about  it,''  was  the  cross  re- 
joinder. "I  know  my  business,  and  if 
you're  not  satisfied  with  me,  you  can  get 
someone  else." 

"We  haven't  said  a  word  against  you," 
protested  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  "but  I'm 
upset  over  this  trouble  with  Greely.  I 
don't  know  how  in  the  world  we  can  fill 
his  place." 

"Leave  it  to  me,"  said  the  trainer  with 
a  curious,  sweeping  motion  of  his  right  arm. 

"What  will  you  do?"  asked  the  captain 
with  some  surprise. 

"I'll  get  a  man  to  fill  his  place.  I'll  get 
you  the  best  hahback  in  seven  states,  and 
if  you  don't  agree  with  me  after  you've 
seen  him  play,  I'll  resign  my  job  on  the 
spot." 


CHAPTER  VII 

THE    NEW   HALFBACK 

THE  boys  gathered  in  a  circle  about 
the  substitute  trainer.  He  evi- 
dently realized  the  effect  of  his 
words  on  the  youngsters,  for  he  gazed  at 
them  in  a  sort  of  insolent  manner  and 
tugged  away  at  the  ends  of  his  black  mus- 
tache and  waited  for  someone  to  speak. 
It  was  Pinky  Palmer  who  broke  the  verbal 
ice. 

''Mr.  Watson/'  he  said,  looking  closely 
at  the  man,  '^I  don^t  think  the  boys  quite 
get  the  hang  of  what  you^re  driving  at." 

''That^s  simple  enough,'^  grunted  the 
other,  '^if  you  know  the  meaning  of  the 
English  language.  I  said  I^d  get  you  a 
halfback  who'd  make  the  fellows  on  the 
other  teams  sit  up  and  take  notice." 

"Who  is  he?" 

''He^s  a  peach.  His  name  is  short  and 
sweet.     It's  Ben  Beck." 
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'^ Never  heard  of  him/'  mterjected  the 
Sleeping  Beauty  with  a  positive  shake  of 
the  head.  ^'I  know  the  name  of  every  boy 
in  Bell  Haven  and  there's  no  one  by  that 
name  attending  this  school/' 

'Of  course  he's  not  attending  this 
school,"  said  the  other,  ''but  I  want  him  to 
come  to  this  school,  and  that's  the  whole 
point  of  my  proposition." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Forbes 
quietly. 

"Well,  it's  just  this — ^I  think  I've  made 
a  discovery  in  that  boy.  He  started  to  go 
to  school  in  one  of  the  eastern  colleges  and 
he  had  to  quit  in  order  to  get  out  into  the 
world  to  make  a  living,  but  he's  dead 
anxious  to  get  a  little  more  learning.  He 
wants  to  take  a  course  in  English  and  I 
think  so  much  of  him  that  I'm  wiUing  to 
pay  his  tuition.  That's  where  the  big 
chance  comes  in  for  you  youngsters.  If 
we  can  persuade  him  to  register  as  a  student 
at  Bell  Haven,  he  can  play  halfback  for 
your  team  and  you  can  just  bet  all  you're 
worth  that  he'll  put  Bell  Haven  on  the 
map." 
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As  Watson  finished  he  looked  around 
him  with  a  glance  of  self-satisfaction. 
From  the  circle  of  wide-open  eyes  and 
mouths  he  realized  that  he  had  made  an 
impression. 

^'But — ^but/'  began  Bobby  Benson  in  a 
halting  way,  ^^do  you  think  it  would  be 
perfectly  regular  to  put  him  on  our  team?'' 

'^I  guess  it's  regular  for  any  boy  to  want 
an  education,  isn't  it?"  demanded  the 
hea^^-set  one? 

^^Sure." 

''And  if  a  fellow  comes  to  Bell  Haven 
as  a  student,  he's  eligible  to  play  on  the 
team,  isn't  he?" 

''Yes." 

"Then  what's  eatin'  you.  You  don't 
suppose  I'd  suggest  the  thing  if  it  wasn't 
perfectly  proper?" 

The  boys  protested  that  they  would  not, 
although  entertaining  certain  mental  reser- 
vations. There  was  a  silence  of  some 
moments,  after  which  Watson  turned  to 
Forbes. 

"Do  you  want  me  to  go  and  get  the  kid 
for  you,  or  don't  you?" 
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"Well/^  said  Forbes,  thinking  very  rap- 
idly, ^'I'U  go  and  consult  Dr.  Maury,  and 
if  he's  perfectly  satisfied,  you  can  go  ahead 
and  get  this  phenomenal  player." 

Watson  gave  a  grunt  as  though  it  were 
a  matter  of  utter  indifference  to  him 
whether  they  grasped  the  opportunity  or 
not,  and  turning  on  his  heel,  he  left  the 
field.  In  the  meantime,  Forbes,  Palmer 
and  Benson  determined  to  lay  the  case 
before  the  principal  of  the  school.  It  was 
dusk,  but  to  their  satisfaction  they  dis- 
covered a  light  in  the  doctor's  office. 
Forbes  led  the  way,  and  going  through  the 
familiar  corridor,  tapped  on  the  door. 

'^Come  in,''  responded  the  well-known 
voice. 

They  marched  into  the  room  in  single 
file  like  so  many  Indians.  The  principal 
was  engaged  in  writing  a  letter,  and  without 
looking  up  said: 

''Sit  dowTi,  boys,  and  I'U  attend  to  you 
in  a  minute." 

They  took  seats  and  waited  anxiously 
for  the  interview  to  begin.  Bobby  Benson 
was  mentally  deciding  just  what  he  would 
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say  and  while  he  was  engaged  m  this  occupa- 
tion his  eyes  unconsciously  roamed  about 
the  room.  The  apartment  brought  back 
vivid  memories  of  the  first  day  he  had  met 
Dr.  Maury.  The  president's  ofhce  was 
a  plainly  furnished  room  with  a  flat-topped 
desk  in  the  center.  The  floor  was  bare 
and  the  wall  contained  exactly  three  pic- 
tures: a  photograph  of  Washington,  one  of 
Lincoln,  and  a  reproduction  of  the  national 
capitol.  This  last  picture  appeared  to  be 
saying,  as  it  had  appeared  to  say  on  that 
first  day:  ^^The  presidency  is  the  prize 
that  is  held  out  to  every  American  boy." 

Looking  down  from  the  picture,  Bobby's 
eyes  fell  on  the  revolving  chair  in  front  of 
the  desk  where  the  scholarly  man  with 
iron-gray  hair  and  smooth-shaven  face  was 
rapidly  scratching  a  pen  across  a  sheet  of 
white  paper.  At  that  moment  he  looked 
up  and  as  he  did  so  Benson  cried  out 
impulsively: 

'^Doctor,  we  want  to  consult  you  on  a 
delicate  matter.  We  hope  you'll  agree 
with  us,  but  we're  perfectly  wiUing  to  abide 
by  your  decision." 
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'^AVhat  is  it?^'  asked  the  principal  kindly. 

'^Forbes,  you  tell  him/'  said  Benson. 

The  Sleeping  Beauty,  thus  invoked,  ex- 
plained the  matter  with  conciseness.  As 
he  reached  the  end  of  his  story,  he  said: 

^^We  want  to  know  if  you'd  object  to 
taking  this  boy  into  the  school?'' 

The  smooth-shaven  man  with  the 
scholarly  face  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and 
remained  with  his  eyes  closed  for  a  few 
moments. 

^^So  far  as  I  can  see,"  he  said  presently, 
'Hhere  isn't  any  objection.  I  take  it  for 
granted  that  the  things  you  tell  me  are 
correct  and  for  that  reason  I  shall  interpose 
no  complaint  to  the  admission  of  young 
Beck." 

Before  they  retired^that  night,  the  boys 
told  Tom  Watson  of  their  interview  with 
the  president  and  suggested  that  he  bring 
the  new  halfback  to  Bell  Haven  as  soon  as 
possible. 

'^That's  right,"  said  the  heavy-jowled 
one  with  a  chuckle.  ^^When  you're  going 
to  do  a  thing  there's  nothing  like  doing  it 
right  away." 
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Watson  left  early  in  the  morning  and  that 
same  afternoon  returned  to  Bell  Haven 
with  Ben  Beck.  He  registered  as  a  student, 
promised  to  pay  his  tuition  fee  on  Monday 
and  was  assigned  to  one  of  the  rooms  in  the 
dormitories.  After  that  he  was  introduced 
to  Captain  Forbes  and  presented  in  turn 
to  each  member  of  the  football  squad. 

Beck  was  big,  bulky  and  aw^kward  in  his 
manner.  He  stood  six  feet  in  his  stocking 
feet,  had  a  big,  broad,  moon-like  face  and 
was  singularly  reticent.  When  he  did 
speak,  he  was  guilty  of  many  grammatical 
lapses  and  acted  like  a  boy  who  had  never 
enjoyed  any  educational  advantages. 

He  went  out  to  practice  on  the  first  day 
of  his  arrival  and  while  he  was  rather  slow 
at  first,  he  soon  got  into  the  swing  of  the 
game  and  acquitted  himseK  in  a  favorable 
manner.  Indeed,  the  longer  the  practice 
lasted  the  better  Beck  played.  The  boys 
watched  him  closely  and  most  of  them 
decided  that  he  would  be  a  decided  acquisi- 
tion to  the  team.  Bobby  Benson  was  one 
of  the  few  who  did  not  warm  up  to  the 
newcomer.      That  afternoon  he  talked  it 
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over  with  Adam  West,  the  venerable  janitor 
and  man  of  all  work  at  the  Bell  Haven 
Academy. 

"Adam/'  he  said,  '^I  don't  like  the  looks 
of  this  fellow.  He  may  be  all  right,  but  I 
have  a  feeling  that  there's  something  queer 
about  the  business." 

The  white-haired  one  stroked  his  long 
beard  in  a  contemplative  way  and  then 
said  slowly: 

^'He  looks  to  be  a  hefty  sort  of  a  prop- 
osition to  me — ^played  mighty  good  foot- 
ball this  afternoon." 

''It's  not  that,  Adam,"  persisted  the  boy. 
"It's  a  feeling  that  we  have  no  right  to 
stick  him  on  the  team  at  this  stage  of  the 
game." 

The  janitor  shook  his  head  and  grinned 
in  a  quizzical  manner. 

"Son,  you  must  never  look  a  gift  horse 
in  the  mouth.  That's  a  sayin'  that's  as 
old  as  the  hills." 

"It  may  be  old,"  exclaimed  the  boy, 
^'but  that  don't  make  it  true.  I  don't 
believe  it — ^at  least,  not  in  this  case." 

Ben  Beck  reported  to  Tiberius  Brown  on 
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the  following  morning  and  was  given  his 
English  books  and  papers  with  certain 
written  work  to  be  turned  in  within  forty- 
eight  hours.  He  acted  very  strangely 
during  the  interview  with  the  assistant 
principal  of  the  school  and  wanted  to  know 
if  the  required  composition  could  not  be 
handed  in  later  than  the  day  designated. 

''Why?^'  asked  Tiberius. 

'^I^m  afraid  I  won't  be  able  to  get  down 
to  my  studies/'  was  the  halting  response. 
'^I'm  practicing  with  the  football  team  and 
we're  going  to  have  a  big  game  Saturday." 

Tiberius  looked  at  him  sternly  over  the 
tops  of  his  spectacles. 

^^My  dear  young  man,"  he  said  in  his 
most  official  manner,  ^^I  never  heard  such 
a  suggestion  advanced  before.  If  you've 
come  here  to  study,  you've  got  to  make 
up  your  mind  to  do  it,  football  or  no  foot- 
ball. It's  all  nonsense  to  talk  about  delay- 
ing your  lessons  for  the  sake  of  sports." 

^^But  it's  just  this  once,"  pleaded  the 
other.  ^^You  know,  I  ain't  accustomed  to 
this  place  and  it's  goin'  to  take  me  a  few 
days  to  get  used  to  it.     You  want  the  Bell 
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Haven  bunch  to  lick  the  stufiin'  out  of 
Ravenroyd,  don't  you?'' 

'^I  would  not  express  it  in  that  manner, 
but  I  should  feel  very  much  chagrined  if 
the  home  team  did  not  acquit  itseK  with 
credit,"  said  Tiberius,  with  something  like 
a  spark  of  interest  in  his  eyes. 

Beck  followed  up  his  advantage. 

'^If  you'll  let  me  postpone  the  studies 
until  Monday,  I'll  be  very  grateful,"  he 
said. 

'^  All  right,"  said  Tiberius  with  reluctance, 
^^but  you  must  not  suppose  that  I'm  giving 
you  any  advantage  because  of  your  sports. 
We'll  have  it  understood  that  your  term 
begins  on  Monday  morning." 

At  the  second  day's  practice.  Beck  was 
more  in  evidence  than  he  had  been  at  first. 
He  seemed  to  gain  confidence  in  himself 
and  played  with  a  dash  and  vigor  that 
surprised  all  of  the  others.  During  the 
scrimmage,  he  opened  the  eyes  of  the  boys 
with  his  Une  plunging  and  open  field  work. 

Tom  Watson  blew  his  whistle  to  dis- 
continue the  practice  for  the  day  and 
going  up  to  his  protege,  said: 
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"Beck,  you're  the  boy  wonder  and  these 
fellows  ought  to  thank  their  lucky  stars 
that  they're  gomg  to  have  you  for  Satur- 
day's game." 

Forbes,  Benson  and  Palmer  made  their 
way  together  toward  the  dormitories.  They 
discussed  the  afternoon's  practice  and  natu- 
rally the  new  hahback  came  in  for  a  share 
of  the  comment. 

"I  can  never  like  Tom  Watson,"  said  the 
Sleeping  Beauty,  "and  I  can't  say  that  I'm 
dead  in  love  with  Ben  Beck,  but  I'm 
perfectly  honest  when  I  say  that  I'm  de- 
lighted to  have  him  as  a  haKback." 

Pinky  Palmer  gave  one  of  his  twisted 
smiles. 

"It  seems  like  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight 
on  your  part,  Forbes,"  he  remarked. 

"It's  not  a  case  of  love  at  all,"  insisted 
the  other,  "but  I  think  we're  lucky  to  have 
that  chap." 

Bobby  Benson  turned  to  the  captain  of 
the  team  with  faintly  smiUng  lips. 

"Do  you  think  we're  lucky — do  you 
think  it's  going  to  be  a  good  thing  for  BeU 
Haven?" 
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"What  do  you  mean?'^  demanded  Forbes. 
"What  are  you  talking  about,  anyhow?'' 

"I  don't  know/'  answered  Bobby,  throw- 
ing his  arms  out  as  though  to  rid  himself 
of  his  depression.  "I  can't  tell  you  w^hat 
I'm  talking  about,  but  I'm  not  satisfied 
with  that  fellow.  I  feel  deep  down  in  my 
heart  that  there's  something  wrong." 

"WeU,"  said  Forbes  reluctantly,  "I'd 
just  as  soon  have  Greely  in  the  line-up  and 
I'm  sorry  that  he's  not  in  shape  to  get  into 
the  game." 

Benson  nodded  his  head  to  emphasize 
his  conviction. 

"You're  right  about  that,"  he  said. 
"It's  a  big  misfortune  that  we've  had  to 
put  a  stranger  on  the  team." 


CHAPTER  VIII 

AN   OLD   NEWSPAPER 

ON  the  night  before  the  game  with 
Ravenroyd  a  few  of  the  boys 
gathered  in  the  room  of  Captain 
Forbes  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  the 
forthcoming  event.  The  Sleeping  Beauty 
was  not  at  his  best.  He  was  far  from  being 
the  sort  of  host  who  usually  made  such 
gatherings  memorable  by  his  flow  of  wit 
and  wisdom.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
something  on  his  mind.  He  walked  up  and 
down  the  room  with  his  hands  in  his  pock- 
ets, staring  at  nothing.  He  had  made 
his  tenth  trip  when  Pinky  Palmer  called 
out: 

^^What  is  this,  a  seven-day  walking  con- 
test, or  just  an  ordinary  go-as-you-please?^^ 

Forbes  paused  for  a  moment  at  the 
sound  of  his  friend's  voice. 

"What's  that  you  say?''  he  asked. 

"Oh,  nothing,"  said  Pinky  airily.      "I 

(89) 
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was  just  wondering  whether  it  would  rain 
or  snow/' 

'^Say,  Forbes/'  interjected  Bobby  Benson, 
^ that's  the  matter?  I  think  I  could  give 
a  mighty  good  guess,  but  I'd  like  to  get  it 
from  you." 

^^It's  Ben  Beck — ^that  new  hahback/'  he 
answered  shortly. 

^^I  knew  it/'  exclaimed  Bobby  trium- 
phantly. ^^I  had  that  fellow  on  my  mind 
all  day,  and  I  was  sure  he  was  beginning 
to  get  on  your  nerves." 

'^What's  the  matter  with  him?"  ques- 
tioned Pinky.  ^^I  think  he  plays  pretty 
good  football." 

'^That's  the  trouble,"  rejoined  the  young 
captain.  ^^He  plays  too  blame  good  for  a 
little  school  like  this." 

^'Bell  Haven  isn't  a  Uttle  school." 

^'Oh,  you  know  what  I  mean;  we  don't 
begin  to  compare  with  the  sort  of  a  game 
that's  played  by  the  big  universities,  and 
that's  the  sort  of  stuff  Beck  is  handing  out 
to  us." 

'^He  does  play  good,"  admitted  Pinky. 

''Good?"  echoed  Forbes,  ''why  he's  so 
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much  better  than  any  other  fellow  on  the 
team  that  he  make  us  look  silly.  He  held 
back  at  the  start,  but  he^s  been  doing 
better  with  each  practice  until  he^s  standing 
in  a  class  all  by  himself/^ 

'^Say/^  said  Pinky  with  a  prolonged 
w^histle,  ^Hhis  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard 
the  captain  of  a  team  chew  the  rag  because 
one  of  his  players  was  too  good — ^I  didn^t 
think  it  was  possible  for  a  fellow  to  be  too 
good.  Besides,  does  it  make  you  sad  to 
think  youVe  got  a  chance  to  win  the  game 
from  Ravenroyd?'' 

'^I  want  to  win  the  game,  all  right,"  said 
the  captain,  '^but  I  don't  want  to  stand 
for  anything  that  might  reflect  on  the  honor 
of  the  school." 

"Do  you  think  the  fellow's  crooked?" 

"I  don't  know,  but  I'm  feeling  mighty 
uneasy." 

"Why  can't  you  speak  to  Tom  Watson? 
He's  the  fellow  that  recommended  Beck." 

Forbes  gave  a  bitter  laugh. 

"That's  the  hard  part  of  it.  I  have  less 
confidence  in  Watson  than  I  have  in  Beck, 
I've  been  asking  some  questions  about  him, 
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and  the  things  I  hear  are  not  very  agreeable. 
He's  a  sort  of  a  sport  promoter  and  goes 
around  organizing  events  that  are  Ukely 
to  turn  an  honest  penny.  That  in  itseh  is 
not  so  terrible,  but  somehow  IVe  got  the 
impression  that  he's  not  entirely  on  the 
level/' 

'^It's  certainly  tough  that  Mike  Murray 
should  get  sick  at  this  time/'  consoled 
Pinky. 

'^Oh,  the  trainer  part  doesn't  make  so 
much  difference/'  commented  the  Sleeping 
Beauty.  ^^  Watson  fills  that  feature  of  the 
bill  all  right.  He  can  train  and  train  all  to 
the  good,  but  the  thing  that  troubles  me  is 
Beck.  I'd  like  to  order  him  out  of  the 
game,  but  I  haven't  got  a  thing  to  go  on 
except  that  uneasy  conscience  of  mine. 
If  I  could  get  a  speck  of  evidence.  Beck 
would  never  kick  the  ball  tomorrow." 

"Are  you  sure  you  haven't  anything?" 

''No,"  said  Forbes,  and  then  suddenly 
his  eyes  began  to  dance.  ''I  could  swear 
that  I've  seen  that  fellow's  mug  before." 

''If  he's  in  sports,  then  you've  seen  it  in 
some  newspaper,"  suggested  Palmer. 
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'^By  Jove,  you're  right.  IVe  seen  it  in 
the  sporting  page  of  some  newspaper/' 

"Now  you're  getting  down  to  brass 
tacks/'  commented  Bobby  Benson,  "and 
all  you  have  to  do  is  to  follow  up  the  clue. 
What  papers  are  you  in  the  habit  of  read- 
ing?'^ 

"The  only  one  I  see  outside  of  the 
Cleverly  paper  is  the  Hedgewater  Times. ^^ 

"Then  you've  got  it  without  a  struggle." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean  that  it  must  be  in  one  of  these 
two  papers,  because  you're  not  in  the  habit 
of  reading  any  others." 

Forbes  smiled  so  broadly  that  a  pair  of 
dimples  appeared  in  each  rosy  cheek. 

"Gee,  Benson!"  he  exclaimed,  "you're 
sharp  enough  to  be  a  detective.  Tell  me 
what  next.  I  know  where  to  find  the 
Cleverly  paper,  but  how  am  I  going  to  go 
over  the  files  of  the  Hedgewater  Times 
without  making  a  special  trip  to  that  city?" 

"That's  easy.  I'll  bet  the  Hedgewater 
paper  is  on  file  in  the  office  of  the  Cleverly 
Clarion.  They  usually  have  them  from 
the  near-by  cities  and  as  a  rule  keep  them 
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for  a  month.  Now  it  all  depends  on  how 
long  ago  you  gazed  on  that  fellow's  mug." 

'^I  don't  think  it  was  longer  back  than 
that/'  mused  the  boy,  ^'but  I'm  really  not 
certain." 

'^What  made  you  first  suspect  him?" 

^'The  way  he  got  the  best  of  the  tacklers. 
It  was  marvelous.  He  played  them  all  to  a 
standstill.  Why,  it  would  take  four  men 
at  once  from  different  sides  to  stop  that 
gentleman." 

^^WeU,  the  best  thing  you  can  do  now  is 
to  go  over  to  the  Cleverly  newspaper 
office  in  the  morning  and  maul  through 
the  files." 

Forbes  shook  his  head  in  a  disconsolate 
manner. 

^^That'U  be  too  late.  The  newspaper 
office  doesn't  open  until  ten  o'clock  and  I'd 
be  afraid  to  risk  leaving  here.  It  might 
make  me  too  late  for  the  game." 

^^Go  tonight  then." 

''Could  I  do  that?  Would  anybody  be 
there?" 

''Sure  thing.  Tonight's  the  time  they 
make  up  the  paper  to  go  to  press  the  first 
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thing  in  the  morning.      You'll  be  sure  to 
find  someone  there/' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  scratched  his  head 
for  a  moment.  Then  he  turned  to  his  two 
friends. 

'^Say,  fellows,  will  you  go  along  with 
me?" 

^^Sure!"  cried  Pinky  and  Bobby  in  chorus. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  w^hen  they  started, 
but  the  distance  to  Cleverly  was  not  very 
great  and  when  they  reached  there,  the 
lights  were  still  burning  in  the  office  of  the 
Cleverly  Clarion.  The  press  was  running 
and  the  smell  of  fresh  ink  and  paper  was 
wafted  through  the  windows.  The  boys 
peered  in  at  the  machinery  for  a  few 
minutes  before  starting  for  the  editorial 
sanctum,  which  was  on  the  second  floor  of 
the  building. 

"This  is  a  terrible  night  to  disturb  Mr. 
Henchchffe/'  said  Benson.  "I'U  bet  he's 
up  to  his  eyes  in  work  and  won't  have  time 
to  talk  to  us." 

"I  don't  Imow  about  the  work,"  com- 
mented Pinky,  "but  you  can  just  bet  your 
life  that  if  he's  got  the  time,  he'll  talk  to 


96  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

us.  He^s  one  of  the  whitest  men  in  this 
neck  of  woods." 

The  boys  started  up  the  stairway,  keeping 
their  hands  against  the  walls  to  prevent 
missteps.  When  they  reached  the  landing 
they  looked  in  the  room  and  saw  the  editor 
leaning  back  in  his  comfortable  chair  smok- 
ing a  pipe  and  with  both  his  feet  on  the  desk 
in  front  of  him. 

^' Hello,  boys/'  he  shouted  without  chang- 
ing his  attitude.  ''What  are  you  doing  out 
at  this  time  of  the  night?'' 

''We  came  to  see  you  on  important  busi- 
ness and  the  fellows  here  were  afraid  that 
you  might  be  too  busy  to  give  us  any  of  your 
time." 

The  editor  took  a  prolonged  pull  from  his 
pipe  and  expelled  large  circles  of  smoke 
before  replying. 

"Do  I  look  busy?"  he  queried. 

"Not  very,"  said  Pinky,  "but  you  can 
never  tell.  Maybe  you're  thinking  out  the 
editorials  for  next  week's  paper." 

The  editor  laughed. 

"I  just  put  the  paper  to  bed,  as  the 
saying  goes,  and  I  can  give  you  the  bal- 
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ance  of  the  evening  if  you  want  that  much 
time/' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  hastened  to  assure 
him  that  they  would  not  impose  on  his  good 
nature  to  that  extent.  Afterwards  he 
proceeded  to  tell  him  about  the  substitute 
trainer,  the  new  halfback  and  the  suspicion 
which  he  entertained  regarding  that  mys- 
terious person. 

Mr.  Henchcliffe  listened  to  the  story  with 
great  interest.  He  glanced  up  at  the 
captain  with  faintly  smiling  Ups  and  said: 

^^So  you  want  to  look  over  the  files  of  the 
Hedgewater  Times  f' 

^'Yes,  sir,  and  I  think  that  if  I  do,  I'll 
be  able  to  discover  the  meaning  of  this 
business." 

The  editor  got  out  of  his  chair  and  going 
to  a  closet  produced  a  large  file  containing 
thirty  issues  of  the  Hedgewater  newspaper. 
He  threw  this  on  a  table  in  the  center  of  the 
room  and  Forbes  began  to  turn  the  leaves 
feverishly.  He  glanced  hastily  over  every 
part  of  the  paper,  but  gave  a  more  minute 
examination  of  the  sporting  page.  Bobby 
and  Pinky  looked  over  his  shoulder  as  he 
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turned  the  leaves  of  the  file,  while  the 
journalist  reseated  himself  in  his  comfort- 
able chair  and  resumed  pufl&ng  at  his 
everlasting  pipe.  There  was  a  silence  in  the 
room,  broken  only  by  the  rustling  of  the 
pages  as  they  were  turned  in  rapid  succes- 
sion. Ten  days'  issue  of  the  paper  was 
examined,  then  fifteen  and  twenty  and 
finally  twenty-five,  without  any  result. 
Forbes  turned  around  to  his  chums  and 
remarked  in  a  disappointed  tone: 

^'It  looks  as  though  we  were  going  to  get 
goose-egged  on  this  proposition." 

'^What  do  you  mean  by  that?''  asked  the 
editor. 

'^I  mean  that  this  search  is  likely  to  be 
without  result." 

'^You  can  never  tell,"  drawled  the  jour- 
nalist. ''Stick  at  it  until  you  reach  the  last 
page  and  then  start  in  and  go  all  over  it 
again." 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  resumed  his  exami- 
nation and  turned  over  each  separate  leaf 
until  the  last  page  was  reached.  There, 
staring  him  in  the  face,  was  the  picture  of 
an   athlete   wearing   a   baseball  suit   and 
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holding  a  bat  under  his  arm.      Instantly 
he  turned  to  Palmer. 

^'Hey,  Pinky,  did  you  ever  see  that  mug 
before?^' 

''You  just  bet  I  did*  ThaVs  the  queer 
halfback  weVe  been  talking  about," 

''Yes,"  added  Bobby  Benson,  stretching 
his  neck  in  order  to  look  over  Palmer's 
head,  "he's  the  original  of  that  picture,  all 
right." 

)  "Whose  picture  is  it?*'  wearily  asked  the 
editor  from  his  seat  in  the  armchair. 

"Why,  this  paper  says  that  iVs  Jim 
Thompson,  the  spit-ball  pitcher  of  the 
Arlington  Baseball  Club/' 

"That  makes  him  a  professional,  doesn't 
it?"  a^ked  Bobby. 

"That's  just  what  it  does,"  replied  the 
Sleeping  Beauty,  "and  you  can  just  bet 
all  of  your  loose  coin  that  he  won^t  play 
with  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven  tomorrow." 

"Suppose  he  denies  it?"  asked  Benson. 

"Then  you  can  confront  him  with  this 
picture  from  the  sporting  page  of  the 
Hedgewater  Times. ^^ 

"Cmi    I     cut     out    this    thing    about 
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Thompson?"  asked  the  captain,  turning  to 
his  editorial  friend. 

^^You  can  cut  out  anything  you  like/' 
was  the  genial  response,  '^if  you'll  only  get 
away  now  and  let  me  smoke  my  pipe  in 
peace/' 

Forbes  got  a  pair  of  shears  and  clipped 
out  the  picture  and  the  reading  matter 
telling  of  the  baseball  record  of  Jim  Thomp- 
son, alias  Ben  Beck. 

'^  Good-night,"  he  called  to  the  editor 
as  they  started  down  the  dark  stairway, 
'^and  thank  you  very  much  for  letting  us 
take  the  evidence  away  with  us." 


CHAPTER  IX 

BEHIND   THE  MASK 

THE  mists  had  dispelled  and  the  stars 
were  shining  brightly  when  the  boys 
returned  to  Bell  Haven.  They 
could  see  the  face  of  the  clock  in  the  steeple 
of  tiie  Academy  and  the  hands  pointed  to 
fifteen  minutes  of  tv/elve.  In  spite  of  that 
fact,  and  against  the  positive  rules  of  the 
school,  they  sat  up  for  another  hour,  talking 
over  the  events  of  the  night.  Forbes  was 
elated  over  the  evidence  which  proved  Ben 
Beck  to  be  a  professional,  if  not  worse,  and 
he  rehearsed  the  various  methods  by  which 
he  would  confront  the  imposter  with  the 
facts  that  he  had  obtained. 

Pinky  Palmer,  with  his  love  for  the 
sensational,  was  in  favor  of  going  to  Beck's 
room  and  routing  him  out  of  bed  with  a 
demand  for  an  immediate  explanation  and 
apology.  Benson,  wiser  than  his  chum, 
insisted  that  such  a  course  was  unnecessary 
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and  that  they  well  could  aflford  to  wait 
until  morning.  With  this  understanding, 
they  separated  for  the  night. 

Saturday,  the  day  fixed  for  the  Ravenroyd 
game,  dawned  clear  and  crisp,  vvdth  the 
temperature  just  low  enough  to  harden 
the  groimd  and  give  a  tang  to  the  atmos- 
phere. Forbes,  filled  with  the  responsibili- 
ties of  his  captaincy,  was  out  of  bed  earUer 
than  usual  and  twenty  minutes  later  was 
having  his  breakfast  in  the  refectory  with 
Benson  and  Palmer,  The  three  of  them 
watched  closely  for  Watson  and  Beck,  but 
neither  the  temporary  trainer  nor  the  new 
halfback  appeared  for  the  morning  meal. 

After  they  had  finished,  the  boys  walked 
over  to  the  class-rooms  in  the  expectation 
of  finding  the  young  man  there.  But  once 
more  they  were  doomed  to  disappointment 
and  Tiberius  Brown,  who  happened  to  be 
in  liis  seat,  informed  them  that  Beck  had 
not  yet  taken  a  single  lesson  in  English  or 
anything  else. 

^'I  am  a  lover  of  sports,  but  I  don^t 
approve  of  that  sort  of  thing,''  said  the 
professor,  straightening  his  lean  form  to  its 
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full  height  and  givmg  his  right  arm  an 
oratorical  wave  in  the  air.  '^All  sport  and 
no  study  makes  Jack  a  dull  boy.  I  am 
afraid  that  Master  Beck  is  not  likely  to 
win  any  medals  at  this  Academy.^' 

Benson  laughed. 

''I'm  afraid/'  he  mimicked  imconsciously, 
"that  he  won't  win  anything  else.  He'll 
be  lucky  if  he  escapes  from  this  place  with 
his  life." 

''Tut,  tut,"  exclaimed  Tiberius,  "I  don't 
like  that  sort  of  talk.  A  stranger  hearing 
words  of  that  kind  might  imagine  that  this 
place  was  Uke  the  wild  and  wooUy  West 
as  we  knew  that  section  a  generation  or 
two  ago," 

Pinky  Palmer  gave  that  twisted  smile. 

'We'll  withdraw  that  remark  if  you 
insist  on  it.  Professor,  but  after  we've  had  a 
few  words  with  Beck,  I  think  he's  likely  to 
leave  for  the  sake  of  his  health." 

"Why!"  exclaimed  Tiberius  with  genuine 
amazement  in  his  voice,  "I  always  thought 
that  the  climate  of  Bell  Haven  was  excep- 
tionally wholesome." 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  could  scarcely  re- 
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strain  his  desire  to  laugh  outright.  He 
managed  to  hold  down  his  mirth  to  a  wide 
grin  that  brought  the  dimples  in  his  rosy 
cheeks. 

"It  all  depends  on  the  person,  Professor/' 
he  explained.  "Bell  Haven  agrees  with 
some  people,  but  others  don't  agree  with 
Bell  Haven,  so  there  you  are.'' 

The  boys  made  a  tour  of  the  gounds  in 
the  hope  of  locating  the  substitute  halfback, 
but  their  efforts  Vv^ere  in  vain. 

"Say,"  exclaimed  Pinky  suddenly, 
"what's  the  matter  with  seeing  Watson? 
We  can  serve  notice  on  him  that  Beck's  not 
to  play." 

The  ghost  of  a  smile  hovered  about  the 
eyes  and  lips  of  Bobby  Benson. 

"I  don't  think  Watson's  much  better 
than  Beck,"  he  retorted.  "They're  six 
in  one  and  a  haK  a  dozen  in  the  other. 
However,  we'll  look  him  up." 

They  marched  to  the  trainer's  domicile, 
but  found  that  he  was  not  at  home  and  had 
not  been  there  for  some  hours. 

"This  looks  blamed  suspicious  to  me," 
said  Pinky.     "These   fellows  seem  to  be 
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hiding.  I  wonder  if  they  suspect  that  we 
were  on  their  trail?" 

The  time  for  the  game  was  coming 
nearer  and  nearer.  The  contest  was 
scheduled  to  begin  at  two  o'clock.  Captain 
Forbes  and  the  members  of  the  team  had  a 
hght  luncheon  at  noon  and  shortly  after 
one  o'clock  they  made  their  way  to  the 
club  house  for  the  purpose  of  putting  on 
their  uniforms.  Even  at  that  time  the 
trainer  and  his  protege  had  not  put  in  an 
appearance.  It  was  not  until  a  few  minutes 
of  the  game,  when  the  boys  were  preparing 
to  go  on  the  field  for  a  brief  practice,  that 
Watson  and  Beck  came  into  the  club  house. 

''I'm  afraid  we're  a  little  late,  boys,"  the 
trainer  cried  in  a  cheery  voice.  ''I'm  sorry, 
but  it  couldn't  be  helped." 

"We  wouldn't  have  been  sorry  if  you 
never  came,"  cried  Captain  Forbes. 

Watson  pulled  his  cap  down  over  one  eye 
and  looked  at  the  young  man  in  an  insolent 
manner. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you?"  he 
snarled.  "Has  this  crisp  weather  gone  to 
your  head?" 
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'^Not  at  all/'  was  the  pleasant  rejoinder, 
'^only  the  scales  have  dropped  from  my 
Lyes,  and  I  don't  like  you  or  your  friend 
Beck,  either.'' 

Watson  swaggered  forward  as  though 
he  would  have  done  Forbes  physical  vio- 
lence. His  lazy  eyes  were  alive  with  action 
now;  his  large  teeth  gleamed — gleamed 
like  the  teeth  of  a  dog  when  it  has  been 
driven  into  a  corner. 

^^See  here,  Johnny  Fresh,  I  don't  propose 
to  take  any  back  talk  from  you,  even  if 
you  are  the  captain  of  the  team,  and  I 
wouldn't  take  it  if  you  weighed  three 
hundred  pounds  instead  of  one  hundred  and 
eighty-nine." 

Forbes  laughed  bitterly. 

'^  Don't  try  to  work  off  any  of  your  hot- 
air  stuff  on  me,"  he  said.  ^^I'm  on  to  your 
game  and  you  can't  play  it  any  longer.  We 
know  all  about  Beck  here.  He's  been 
foisted  on  us  under  a  stage  name.  He's 
Jim  Thompson,  professional  ball  player  and 
a  lot  of  other  things,  and  I  serve  notice  on 
you  here  and  now  that  he's  not  going  into 
the  game  today  or  any  other  day." 
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The  substitute  haKback  drew  back  as 
though  he  had  received  a  slap  in  the  mouth. 
His  face  turned  a  pasty  color  and  he  acted  as 
though  he  were  taken  suddenly  ill. 

^^Do — do  you  mean  that  I'm  not  to  play 
with  the  team?'' 

^'That's  just  what  I  mean/'  retorted 
Forbes,  ^^and  we  haven't  got  time  to  waste 
about  it  either." 

'^You're  a  fool,"  snapped  Watson. 

"Thank  you  for  the  compliment,"  said 
the  Sleeping  Beauty  Vvith  a  mock  bow. 
^^  Praise  from  a  man  like  you  is  praise 
indeed." 

"You're  all  a  set  of  fools,"  shouted 
Watson,  losing  his  temper. 

"Not  as  big  as  you  thought  we  were," 
exclaimed  Bobby  Benson.  "We've  nipped 
your  httle  game  in  the  bud." 

The  scheming  trainer  reaUzed  that  it  was 
useless  to  prolong  the  discussion.  He  knew 
that  he  had  a  set  of  determined  boys  to 
deal  with.  He  assumed  an  air  of  friendh- 
ness. 

"You're  wrong,  boys,"  he  said,  "but 
I'm  not  going  to  delay  the  game  on  that 


108  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

account.  I  suppose  you  still  want  me  to 
coach  you?'' 

'^You  can  do  as  you  like  about  that," 
said  Forbes.  '^We  don't  care  who  the 
coach  is,  but  we  simply  won't  play  with  a 
fellow  that  comes  to  this  school  under  an 
alias." 

The  members  of  the  team  filed  out  of  the 
dressing  room.  Captain  Forbes  had  the 
pig-skin  tucked  under  his  arm  and  as  he 
reached  the  field,  he  laid  the  ball  on  the 
ground.  Harry  Webb,  the  center,  took  his 
position,  as  did  the  other  members  of  the 
Bell  Haven  Eleven.  The  Ravenroyd  team 
was  already  on  the  field  and  within  sixty 
seconds  the  game  had  started  with  a  dash 
and  hurrah. 

Gordon  Greely  occupied  his  old  position 
as  left  halfback.  Captain  Forbes  had 
decided  on  that  before  leaving  the  club 
house.  Greely's  ankle  was  still  weak,  but 
he  felt  satisfied  that  he  could  play  and  he 
had  been  placed  at  his  old  post  at  his  own 
urgent  request.  His  weak  limb  had  been 
tightly  bandaged  and  seemed  to  feel  as 
good  as  new. 
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From  the  very  start  the  Bell  Haven 
boys  seemed  to  have  the  best  of  the  fray. 
They  went  at  their  work  aggressively  and 
within  ten  minutes  Captain  Forbes  had 
planted  the  baU  behind  the  goal-posts  for 
the  first  touchdown  of  the  game.  Benson, 
who  did  the  kicking,  cleanly  booted  the 
ball  between  the  bars. 

Things  were  going  along  swimmingly 
until  just  before  the  close  of  the  first  period, 
when  one  of  the  Ravenroyd  Eleven  butted 
into  Captain  Forbes  and  knocked  him  sense- 
less. He  was  carried  off  the  field  at  once. 
He  recovered  consciousness  in  a  few  min- 
utes, but  the  doctor  refused  to  permit  him 
to  return  to  the  game,  and  so  he  had  to  sit 
and  chafe  on  the  side  lines  while  Jim  Wil- 
liams took  his  place.  But  trouble  is  very 
often  like  bad  weather — ^it  never  rains  but 
it  pours,  and  the  members  of  the  team  were 
just  congratulating  themselves  upon  the 
cleverness  with  which  Williams  filled  Forbes' 
place,  when  Goidon  Greely's  ankle  bent 
under  him  and  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

During  all  of  this  time  Tom  Watson  had 
been  watching  the  game  from  the  side  lines. 
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The  minute  two  of  the  boys  started  off  with 
Gordon  Greely  Umping  between  them,  the 
substitute  trainer  called  out: 

''I'll  send  Joe  Smith  in  right  away." 

Watson  hurried  over  to  the  bench  where 
a  number  of  substitutes  were  sitting.  There 
was  a  hasty  conference  and  the  next  mo- 
ment a  player  in  a  Bell  Haven  uniform  was 
hastening  out  to  take  the  place  of  the  injured 
Greely.  The  boys  were  all  intent  upon 
their  respective  positions  and  paid  little  or 
no  attention  to  the  newcomer.  The  sub- 
stitute walked  over  to  the  referee. 

''Smith,"  he  said  shortly,  "playing  left 
halfback  for  Greely." 

He  took  his  position  in  silence.  A  head 
gear  was  pulled  over  his  forehead  and  his 
cheeks  were  covered  with  sticking  plaster. 
It  was  the  third  down  and  but  two  yards  to 
go.  Benson  determined  to  try  out  Smith. 
In  quick  succession  he  called  out  the  signal 
for  a  line  plunge  through  tackle.  With 
the  speed  of  a  deer,  the  substitute  rushed 
forward,  took  the  waiting  ball  from  the 
hands  of  the  quarterback  and  dashed 
through  the  line.    Under  his  mad  onslaught. 
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the  Ravenroyd  players  fell  to  one  side  and 
started  down  the  field.  Only  one  Raven- 
royd man  lay  between  him  and  the  goal- 
post. But  that  plucky  lad  was  prepared 
to  do  his  duty.  With  a  strength  born  of 
desperation  he  lunged  for  the  runner  and 
amid  the  cheers  of  the  visiting  rooters,  bore 
him  to  the  ground. 

While  this  thrilUng  play  was  in  progress, 
something  about  the  movements  of  the 
Bell  Haven  substitute  impressed  itself  upon 
the  mind  of  Bobby  Benson.  The  suspicion 
quickly  deepened  into  conviction.  In- 
stinctively he  called  for  time. 

^'Why?"  asked  the  referee  in  surprise. 

"There^s  a  man  in  this  game  that  has 
no  right  in  it/'  cried  Benson  passion- 
ately. 

^'What  are  you  talking  about?"  asked 
the  official. 

By  this  time  the  members  of  both  teams 
had  gathered  in  a  circle  around  Benson  and 
the  referee.  Without  making  any  reply, 
Bobby  pushed  his  way  through  the  throng 
and  going  over  to  the  substitute  w^ho  had 
taken    the    place    of    Gordon    Greely,    he 
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grabbed  his  head  gear  and  violently  pulled 
it  off. 

'^This  boy's  an  impostor/'  he  said  point- 
ing his  finger  in  the  face  of  Ben  Beck,  alias 
Jim  Thompson.  "  He's  covered  his  face  with 
plasters  and  pulled  this  thing  down  over 
his  forehead  so  that  you'd  think  he  was  Joe 
Smith.  Bell  Haven  don't  propose  to  stand 
for  that  kind  of  sport  and  I  demand  that 
he  be  put  off  the  field." 

Angrily  the  referee  gave  the  desired  order 
and  Beck  slunk  away,  to  be  joined  a  few 
minutes  later  by  Tom  Watson.  The  inci- 
dent caused  a  profound  impression  and  most 
of  the  spectators  were  at  a  loss  to  under- 
stand it.  The  game  proceeded,  but  from 
that  moment  the  odds  all  seemed  to  be 
against  Bell  Haven.  When  the  game  was 
over,  the  score  stood  20  to  7  in  favor  of 
Ravenroyd.  As  the  players  left  the  field, 
the  captain  of  the  visiting  team  came  over 
to  Bobby  and  said  heartily: 

"That  was  mighty  decent  in  you,  Ben- 
son; but  how  in  the  world  did  that  fellow 
come  to  get  into  the  game  and  what  was 
his  scheme?" 
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Briefly  the  boy  explained  all  that  had 
taken  place  and  added: 

'^They're  both  professionals  and  I  sup- 
pose theyVe  working  together.  I'm  not 
certain,  but  I  think  they  were  betting  on 
the  game  and  expected  to  make  a  little  pile 
out  of  the  result/' 

When  they  reached  the  campus  Bobby 
found  Tom  Watson  and  the  substitute 
hahback  dressed  in  their  street  clothes  and 
standing  near  the  entrance  of  the  Academy. 
Watson  approached  the  boy  with  a  swagger 
and  said  in  a  familiar  tone: 

^^  See  here,  don't  you  think  you  were  a  little 
bit  hasty?     We  can  explain  things " 

^'You'U  explain  nothing/'  cried  Benson 
hotly,  ^^and  if  you  don't  get  out  of  this  town 
within  twelve  hours  and  take  this  tool  of 
yours  with  you  the  boys  of  Bell  Haven  will 
tar  and  feather  both  of  you  and  ride  you 
on  a  fence  rail." 

The  short,  heavy-set  one  gave  a  laugh 
and  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder.  His  action 
irritated  Benson. 

^^If  you  don't  move,  we  may  start  opera- 
tions right  away,"  he  exclaimed. 
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Watson  gave  an  ugly  leer  that  showed 
his  white  teeth,  but  he  evidently  thought 
that  discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valor, 
because  he  took  his  pal  by  the  arm  and  they 
marched  away  together. 


CHAPTER  X 

THE   PROFESSOR^S  TRIUMPH 

FORBES,  Benson  and  Palmer  met  on 
the  campus  the  next  morning  after 
breakfast  and  chatted  over  the  sen- 
sational features  of  the  game  between  Bell 
Haven  and  Ravenroyd.  It  was  the  Sleep- 
ing Beauty  who  expressed  the  opinion  of  all 
three  when  he  said: 

''Do  you  know,  fellows,  the  air  seems 
purer  since  those  two  fakers  got  out  of  this 
town.  There  was  something  about  them 
that  seemed  to  spoil  the  atmosphere." 

''But  have  they  gone?"  asked  Benson. 

"Sure,  they  left  here  on  the  seven-forty 
train  and  they  didn't  have  any  reception 
committee  to  give  them  the  glad  hand 
either,  when  they  left." 

"  How  do  you  know  they  took  that  train?" 

"Adam  West  told  me.  He  said  he  saw 
them  on  the  road  to  the  station  about  ten 
minutes  before  the  train  left." 

(115) 
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'^They  might  have  missed  it/' 

"Hardly.  They  must  have  had  that 
train  in  mind  or  they  wouldn't  have  been 
going  to  the  station  at  that  hour  of  the 
morning." 

"Say,  fellows,  to  change  the  subject, 
wasn't  it  iSerce  to  lose  that  game  yesterday?'' 

"I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  the  stout 
captain.  "Taking  all  things  into  consid- 
eration, maybe  it  was  the  best  thing  that 
could  have  happened  to  us." 

"What— a  defeat?" 

"It  wasn't  a  defeat,"  said  the  Sleeping 
Beauty;  "it  was  a  victory — a  victory  for 
clean  sports.  If  we'd  won  with  that  im- 
postor on  the  team,  we'd  have  felt  Uke 
thirty  cents.  Besides,  it  might  have  ruled 
us  out  of  Academy  sports  altogether." 

"You're  right,"  exclaimed  Pinky  with 
the  fervor  of  conviction;  "you're  always 
right." 

Forbes  smiled. 

"Yes,"  he  conceded,  "except  when  I'm 
wrong." 

The  three  boys  had  word  that  Mike 
Murray  was  so  far  recovered  from  his  ill- 
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ness  that  he  was  able  to  sit  up  in  a  chair, 
and  they  determined  to  pay  him  a  visit. 
The  veteran  was  glad  to  see  the  boys  and 
said  so  in  a  manner  that  was  gratifying  to 
the  youngsters.  Pinky  Palmer  began  to 
tell  of  the  proceedings  of  the  day  before. 
Murray  raised  a  restraining  hand. 

^^You  don^t  have  to  say  a  word  about  it. 
I've  had  the  whole  story;  every  blessed 
detail  of  the  game,  and  I  want  to  tell  you 
boys  that  I'm  proud  of  you.  Any  team 
can  afford  to  be  fairly  beaten,  but  no  boy 
with  real  sporting  blood  in  his  veins  can 
afford  to  be  on  a  team  that  plays  dirty 
ball  or  would  take  a  mean  advantage  of  an 
opponent.  I'm  mighty  sorry  that  the 
incident  occurred,  but  I'm  glad  that  you 
pulled  through  in  such  creditable  style." 

"I'll  tell  you  one  thing  we've  learned," 
said  Benson. 

"What's  that?" 

"It's  the  importance  of  a  good,  square 
trainer.  We  appreciate  you  now  more  than 
ever  before." 

Murray  laughed. 

"If  you've  missed  me  one-half  as  much 
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as  IVe  missed  you,  we  split  even,"  he 
said. 

On  the  evening  of  the  next  day,  Benson 
and  Palmer  met  Tiberius  Brown  in  a  state 
of  considerable  agitation.  He  was  hasten- 
ing across  the  campus  when  the  two  boys 
came  in  front  of  him. 

''What's  the  matter,  Professor?"  asked 
Pinky,  ''you  look  as  if  you  were  trying  to 
catch  a  train." 

"My  dear  boy,"  was  the  grave  reply, 
"I  haven't  the  slightest  thought  of  leaving 
town  tonight.  What  could  have  put  such 
an  idea  into  your  head?" 

The  red-haired  one  assured  him  that  his 
query  was  a  playful  one  and  was  made 
without  a  thought  of  being  taken  seriously. 

"Ah,"  said  Tiberius,  "then  it  is  not  nec- 
essary for  us  to  pursue  the  subject  fur- 
ther." 

He  started  away,  but  came  back  as  if  he 
had  recalled  some  forgotten  thing. 

"By  the  way,  boys,  have  you  any  im- 
portant engagements  this  evening?" 

"No,"  said  Pinky,  answering  for  both 
of  them.     "I  have  three  hours  of  study 
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scheduled,  but,  between  ourselves,  I  don^t 
think  it's  of  any  importance  whatever/* 

The  professor  hfted  his  hands  to  express 
his  disapproval. 

^^  You're  wrong  there,  Palmer,  absolutely 
wrong.  Study  is  one  of  the  most  useful 
things  in  this  world  and  if  practiced  system- 
atically may  prove  highly  beneficial.'' 

Pinky  and  Bobby  both  repressed  a  nat- 
ural desire  to  laugh.  The  stilted  speeches 
of  their  friend  amused  them  and  coming 
from  anybody  except  Tiberius  would  have 
evoked  their  open  laughter  and  ridicule, 
but  their  affection  for  the  old  teacher 
caused  them  to  hide  their  real  feelings. 

'^Suppose  we  have  nothing  to  do?" 
asked  Bobby,  ^'what  would  you  have  to 
say  about  it?" 

''In  that  event,"  replied  Tiberius,  ''I 
would  very  much  hke  to  have  you  come  over 
to  the  old  shed  with  me.  I  think  my  httle 
contrivance  has  been  perfected  and  I'd 
like  you  to  take  a  peep  at  it." 

Without  another  word  they  each  took  an 
arm  of  Tiberius  and  started  in  the  direction 
of    what    they    called    the    ''experimental 
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laboratory'^  of  the  Bell  Haven  School. 
After  the  lamps  had  been  lighted,  -the  pro- 
fessor locked  the  door  of  the  shack  and 
proceeded  to  demonstrate  his  invention 
for  the  benefit  of  the  boys.  He  explained 
the  principles  involved  and  then  turned  a 
lever  that  put  the  model  into  motion. 
The  thing  worked  without  the  slightest 
difficulty.  Tiberius  explained  the  mechan- 
ism and  the  purpose  it  had  in  view.  It 
was  evident  that  he  had  given  his  best 
thoughts  to  this  contrivance,  and  the  fact 
that  he  had  at  length  succeeded  in  putting 
his  idea  into  practical  shape  delighted  him 
beyond  expression.  He  looked  perfectly 
blissful.  It  was  a  triumph  of  a  life-time 
and  he  thoroughly  enjoyed  it. 

^^Now,"  he  said,  reverently  covering  the 
model  with  a  big  sheet,  "we  have  concluded 
our  demonstration  and  if  you  have  no  ob- 
jection, we  will  lock  up  the  shop  and  return 
to  the  Academy.'^ 

Neither  Bobby  nor  Pinky  had  the  slight- 
est objection  and  they  assisted  the  pro- 
fessor in  turning  out  the  lights  and  locking 
up  the  shed.     Just  as  Bobby  was  about  to 
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go  out  of  the  door,  he  noticed  a  shadow  on 
the  outside  of  the  far  window.  He  looked 
a  second  time  and  what  he  saw  caused  his 
heart  to  beat  more  rapidly  than  usual.  It 
was  a  face  in  the  window  and  it  was  the 
face  of  Ben  Beck,  alias  Jim  Thompson. 
The  feUow  was  staring  into  the  shed  mth 
an  intensity  that  was  almost  painful  to 
behold.  He  fairly  bored  his  small,  black, 
gimlet-like  eyes  into  the  interior  of  the 
hut.  Bobby  made  a  rush  for  the  side 
of  the  building,  but  by  the  time  he 
reached  it  the  figure  had  glided  away 
and  was  being  swallowed  up  by  the  foggy 
night. 

^^What's  the  matter?''  asked  Palmer, 
running  up  to  his  chum. 

^^  Matter  enough,''  retorted  Benson. 
'^That  fake  football  player  was  just  peep- 
ing into  the  shed  while  we  were  talking  to 
Tiberius." 

^^I  thought  he'd  gone,"  exclaimed  Pinky, 
his  face  the  picture  of  astonishment. 

"So  did  I,"  said  Bobby  ruefuUy,  "but  it 
looks  as  though  he's  fooled  us  all.  He's 
been   prowling  around   here   and   I   don't 
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think  he's  doing  it  for  fun.  Anyhow,  I 
hope  that  what  he's  seen  won't  interfere 
with  the  professor's  expectations." 


CHAPTER  XI 

TIBERIUS   GETS    AN    OFFER 

IT  was  while  the  Sleeping  Beauty  was 
visiting  Mike  Murray  three  days  after 
the  Ravenroyd  game,  that  the  trainer 
received  a  letter  from  the  Hedgewater 
Athletic  Association,  expressing  regret  at 
having  sent  Tom  Watson  to  Bell  Haven  as  a 
temporary  coach.  The  communication  said 
Watson  was  a  very  efficient  man,  but  that 
the  organization  had  just  learned  that  he 
was  not  entitled  to  the  confidence  of  the 
Association.  The  veteran  after  reading 
the  letter  tossed  it  over  to  the  young 
captain. 

'^ Here's  a  case  where  hindsight's  better 
than  foresight,"  he  said  with  a  laugh. 

Forbes  went  over  the  epistle  carefully 
and  handing  it  back  to  Murray  remarked 
with  an  uphfting  of  the  eyebrows: 

''No  need  to  say  anything  more  about 
Watson  as  far  as  I'm  concerned.     I've  got 
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his  number  and  I'm  not  Ukely  to  forget 
him  for  a  long  time." 

The  trainer  laughed. 

''Don't  take  it  too  seriously,  son,"  he 
said;  ''you  haven't  anything  to  be  sorry 
about.  You  nipped  his  scheme  in  the  bud 
and  you  ought  to  be  feeling  mighty  good 
about  it." 

While  they  were  talking  there  was  a 
rattling  at  the  front  door  and  the  next 
moment  Bobby  Benson  came  rushing  into 
the  room. 

"IVe  just  got  a  telephone  message  from 
our  old  friend  the  editor  of  the  Cleverly 
Clarion/^  he  declared  without  any  pre- 
liminary greetings,  "and  he  says  that  if 
we've  got  time  to  come  over  there  he'll 
give  us  a  little  more  of  the  history  of  Tom 
Watson." 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  screwed  up  his  nose 
as  a  means  of  indicating  the  efiect  that 
name  had  upon  his  sensibilities. 

"Don't  you  think  we've  got  enough 
about  that  man?  He's  gone,  so  we  might 
as  well  say,  good  riddance  of  bad  rub- 
bish." 
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Benson  fastened  his  eyes  on  his  chum  and 
said  ironically: 

'^See  here,  Forbes,  don't  pull  off  any 
stuff  like  that  on  me.  You're  just  as  crazy 
to  know  all  you  can  about  this  four-flusher 
as  I  am  and  the  best  thing  you  can  do  is 
to  say  good-bye  to  Mike  and  put  on  your 
hat  and  come  with  me/' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  broke  into  a  hearty 
laugh  that  brought  the  ever-willing  dimples 
to  his  rosy  cheeks. 

"Bobby,  you're  the  limit.  You  won't 
let  a  fellow  put  on  a  few  lugs  without  calling 
him  down." 

Benson  smiled  at  these  words  and  re- 
torted crisply: 

'^You  can  put  on  all  the  lugs  you  want — 
just  as  long  as  you  don't  try  to  make  me 
the  goat." 

The  two  boys  started  for  Cleverly  at  a 
swinging  gait,  throwing  back  their  shoulders 
and  breathing  the  crisp  October  air  with 
the  relish  of  healthy  youngsters.  They 
were  silent  most  of  the  time,  each  one 
wondering  in  his  own  way  why  the  editor 
had  sent  for  them.     It  was  not  very  long 
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before  they  reached  the  newspaper  office, 
where  they  were  fortunate  enough  to  find 
theu"  journalistic  friend  disengaged. 

'^  Hello,  boys,''  he  cried,  shaking  hands 
with  them.  "I've  been  looking  up  the 
record  of  this  man  Watson  you've  been 
telling  me  about  and  I've  found  out  some 
things  that  might  interest  you." 

"What  are  they?"  asked  Bobby. 

"Well,  the  first  is  that  he's  lost  his 
standing  with  most  of  the  athletic  organiza- 
tions in  this  part  of  the  country.  He's  a 
very  efficient  man,  but  he  seems  to  be  losing 
his  moral  sense,  and  that,  you  know,  is 
just  as  vital  in  sports  as  it  is  in  any  other 
line  of  human  endeavor." 

"  We  know  that,"  interjected  Forbes,  "and 
we  had  an  experience  with  that  gentleman 
that  just  gees  with  your  opinion  of  him." 

"Tell  me  about  it?"  said  Mr.  Henchcliffe. 

Thereupon  the  captain  proceeded  to  tell 
the  story  of  the  game  with  Ravenroyd  and 
how  the  substitute  coach  and  his  proteg6, 
the  haKback,  had  been  driven  from  the 
Bell  Haven  field  in  disgrace.  The  editor 
nodded  his  head. 
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"That's  very  interesting/'  he  commented, 
"but  I'm  afraid  it  won't  phase  Watson  much. 
I'm  told  that  he's  a  sort  of  a  sports  promoter 
and  that  he  has  some  underground  con- 
nection with  a  syndicate  of  gamblers  who 
put  money  up  on  anything  under  the  sun. 
I  haven't  the  shghtest  doubt  but  what  he 
expected  to  rake  off  something  of  that 
kind  on  your  football  game." 

"Hasn't  he  any  other  means  of  support?" 
queried  Forbes. 

"Yes;  that's  what  I  was  going  to  tell 
you  about.  It  seems  that  he's  connected 
with  an  automobile  concern  in  Hedgewater. 
I  don't  know  exactly  what  his  job  is,  but 
he's  a  sort  of  promoter  and  general  utility 
man." 

Bobby  and  the  Sleeping  Beauty  instinc- 
tively looked  at  one  another.  They  thought 
of  Tiberius  Brown  and  his  invention  and 
wondered  if  Watson  had  heard  of  it  through 
the  prowling  Ben  Beck.  Forbes  had  only 
heard  the  story  that  morning,  having 
received  it  in  confidence  from  Pinky  Palmer. 

"What's  the  matter?"  asked  the  editor, 
noticing  the  exchange  of  glances. 
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'^Why/'  said  Bobby,  ^'I^m  just  beginning 
to  get  it  into  my  head  that  there's  something 
deeper  in  this  Watson  and  Beck  business 
than  the  Bell  Haven  and  Ravenroyd  foot- 
ball game.'' 

^^What  do  you  mean?" 

^^Why,  Tiberius  Brown,  one  of  the  pro- 
fessors over  at  the  school,  has  invented  an 
attachment  for  automobiles  and  we  caught 
Beck  sneaking  around  the  shed  where  the 
machine  is  located,  while  Tiberius  was 
giving  us  a  demonstration.  Now  since  you 
say  that  Watson  is  in  the  motor  car  business, 
I'm  wondering  whether  he  knew  about  this 
invention  and  if  that  was  the  purpose  of  his 
coming  to  Bell  Haven." 

Mr.  Henchcliffe  shrugged  his  shoulders 
and  stared  at  the  palms  of  his  hands. 

"You  can  never  tell,"  he  replied,  "and 
if  I  were  you  I'd  warn  Tiberius  to  look 
out  for  strangers." 

After  some  further  talk  the  boys  bade 
their  friend  good-night  and  returned  to 
Bell  Haven.  As  they  crossed  the  campus 
they  met  a  stranger  looking  about  him 
with  a  puzzled  expression.     He  was  a  large, 
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fine  looking  man  and  wore  a  fur-lined  over- 
coat. He  had  laughing  eyes  and  a  big, 
brown  mustache  which  he  stroked  in  a  com- 
placent manner. 

^^Can  we  do  anything  for  you?''  asked 
Benson. 

^^Yes/'  was  the  reply  in  a  singularly 
pleasant  voice.  ^^I'm  looking  for  a  gentle- 
man by  the  name  of  Tiberius  Brown,  who, 
I  take  it,  is  distantly  related  to  the  long 
deceased  Roman  by  that  name.'' 

^^I  didn't  know  there  were  any  Browns 
in  Ancient  Rome,"  laughed  Bobby. 

^'Oh,  dear  me,  no,"  retorted  the  other 
gleefully.  ^^No  Browns.  Of  course  I 
referred  simply  to  the  Tiberius  part  of  the 
name." 

Amid  the  general  laugh  that  followed, 
Benson  and  Forbes  escorted  the  stranger 
to  the  lodgings  of  the  professor.  Tiberius 
was  very  much  surprised  to  receive  com- 
pany and  insisted  that  the  boys  should 
come  in  with  the  unknown  visitor.  Forbes 
excused  himself,  but  Bobby  walked  upstairs 
with  the  pleasant-mannered  person.  After 
they  had  been  seated  the  stranger  said: 
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"I  think  that  111  have  to  present  myself. 
I^m  Franklin  Barlow.  I  represent  an 
automobile  concern  that  has  just  learned 
of  your  invention/' 

Tiberius  adjusted  the  bridge  of  his  steel- 
rimnaed  glasses  over  his  nose  and  gazed  at 
his  caller  in  astonishment. 

^'My  invention !''  he  exclaimed.  '^I 
haven't  talked  to  anybody  outside  of  Bell 
Haven  about  my  invention.'' 

The  man  with  the  laughing  eyes  stroked 
his  large  mustache  very  tenderly. 

'^That  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  you 
have  an  invention,  does  it?" 

"  No,  not  at  all,"  was  the  half -dazed  reply, 
''but  I  can't  understand  how  this  thing 
leaked  out." 

'^Oh,  well,"  said  the  other  with  a  careless 
swing  of  the  arm,  ^Hhat's  neither  here  nor 
there.  What  I  want  to  know  is,  will  you 
let  me  look  at  the  model  of  your  inven- 
tion?" 

Tiberius  remained  silent  for  some  time. 
Bobby  Benson,  looking  at  him  from  the 
other  side  of  the  table,  was  tempted  to  beg 
him   not   to   comply   with   the   stranger's 
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-request,  but  it  was  not  necessary.  The 
professor,  calmly  taking  off  his  spectacles 
and  polishing  them  with  a  large  red  hand- 
kerchief, said  with  unusual  firmness : 

''I  don't  think  I'll  show  you  the  model. 
In  fact,  it's  not  quite  in  condition  for 
inspection." 

''Oh,  very  well.  But  I  suppose  you  can 
tell  me  what  the  contrivance  is  intended  to 
accomplish?" 

''Certainly,"  was  the  reply,  and  there- 
upon Tiberius  lunged  into  a  most  eloquent 
description  of  the  article  which  he  had 
invented.  Mr.  Barlow  nodded  from  time 
to  time  and  from  the  expression  of  his  face 
it  was  evident  that  Tiberius  was  merely 
confirming  information  which  the  visitor 
already  possessed.  After  the  professor  had 
finished,  the  agreeable  one  said  in  the  most 
casual  manner  possible: 

"Now  we've  determined  to  do  the  right 
thing  by  you.  You  know  there  are  already 
patents  on  the  market  covering  things  of 
this  kind,  but  your  article  seems  to  be  a 
slight  improvement  over  the  others  and 
we're  going  to  ask  you  to  turn  it  over  to  us. 
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In  return  we  will  give  you  the  most  Hberal 
treatment/' 

'^Will  you?''  asked  the  old  man,  peering 
through  his  glasses. 

^^We  certainly  will/'  was  the  response. 
'^  I've  got  authority  to  pay  you  five  thousand 
dollars  in  cash  and  all  you  have  to  do  in 
return  is  to  put  your  John  Hancock  to  this 
little  sheet  of  paper." 

As  he  spoke  he  pulled  out  a  legal-looking 
document  and  spread  it  on  the  table. 
Bobby  Benson  had  caught  the  eyes  of 
Tiberius  Brown  in  the  meantime  and  was 
shaking  his  head  by  way  of  warning. 

^^  That's  very  nice  of  you,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor to  his  caller,  ^^but  I  don't  think  I'll 
sell  out  for  five  thousand  dollars." 

^^Then  we'll  make  it  ten  thousand,"  was 
the  cheerful  response. 

Benson  was  still  wagging  his  head,  but 
Tiberius  did  not  see  him.  However,  he  had 
a  mind  of  his  own,  for  he  said  in  a  positive 
way: 

^'I'll  not  sell  it  for  ten  thousand  dollars 
either." 

There  was  a  silence  of  some  moments 
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after  this  and  then  the  engaging  agent  of 
the  automobile  concern  said: 

^^  You^re  certainly  driving  a  hard  bargain, 
but  I  guess  we'll  have  to  give  you  what  you 
want.  Just  put  your  name  at  the  bottom 
of  this  paper  and  I'll  give  you  fifteen  thou- 
sand dollars.  I've  a  signed  check  here 
and  I'll  fill  in  the  amount  right  away." 

Tiberius  was  very  evidently  flattered  at 
this  offer.  It  represented  a  considerable 
sum  of  money  and  it  tempted  him.  He 
really  had  not  given  much  thought  to  the 
business  end  of  the  invention,  and  at  this 
stage  of  the  proceedings  he  turned  to 
Benson  in  a  halting  manner  and  said: 

^^  Bobby,  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 

'^He  thinks  it's  perfectly  splendid,  don't 
you  Robert,"  said  the  agent  in  a  jocular 
manner.  ^^Now  teU  your  friend  that  the 
best  thing  he  can  do  is  to  sign  this  paper. 
He  may  not  get  another  chance." 

^^What  do  you  advise?"  asked  Tiberius. 

'^I  say  accept  the  fifteen  thousand  dol- 
lars," said  Bobby. 

^^ Bravo!"  cried  the  agent,  slapping  Bobby 
heartily  on  the  back.     ^^I  felt  at  first  glance 


134  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

that  you  were  a    boy   of    good    common 
sense /^ 

''Accept  the  fifteen  thousand  dollars/' 
continued  Benson,  as  though  he  had  not 
been  interrupted,  ''but  first  get  an  under- 
standing and  find  out  how  much  royalty 
you  are  going  to  get  in  addition  for  every 
one  of  these  articles  placed  on  the  market.'' 

"Yes,  yes,"  agreed  the  professor,  "I'll 
have  to  know  that — ^I'll  have  to  know  about 
the  royalty." 

The  visitor  rose  with  a  look  of  disgust 
upon  his  hitherto  amiable  countenance.  He 
buttoned  up  his  coat  and  started  for  the  door. 

"There's  no  use  fooling  around  here  any 
longer  if  you're  going  to  let  a  kid  hke  that 
tell  you  what  to  do." 

Tiberius  smiled  for  the  first  time  during 
the  course  of  the  interview. 

"I  don't  know  whether  you'd  call  him  a 
kid  or  not,"  he  said,  "but  I'm  sure  that 
his  advice  is  good." 

Mr.  Barlow  laughed  in  an  ironical  man- 
ner and  the  next  thing  they  heard  was  the 
slamming  of  the  front  door  as  the  dis- 
appointed caller  took  his  departure. 


CHAPTER  XII 

THE    GAME   WITH    CLEVERLY 

IT  was  on  the  first  Saturday  in  November 
that  the  BeU  Haven  boys  met  the 
Cleverly  Eleven.  They  had  already 
met  Grantville,  Burlingham  and  Williams 
and  had  won  two  of  the  three  games. 
Captain  Forbes  was  very  anxious  to  win 
the  contest  with  Cleverly,  because  he  felt 
if  the  games  were  too  evenly  balanced,  there 
might  be  danger  of  losing  the  championship. 
The  day  was  ushered  in  dismal  and 
cloudy,  but  this  did  not  affect  the  spirits 
of  the  players.  Bobby  Benson  had  devel- 
oped as  a  kicker  and  should  it  rain  and 
compel  them  to  play  a  kicking  game,  they 
knew  that  they  would  be  equal  if  not  better 
than  the  Cleverly  team  in  that  respect. 

There  was  a  large  attendance  in  spite  of 
the  darkened  sky  and  before  two  o^ clock 
arrived,  every  seat  on  the  Bell  Haven  field 
was   occupied.      Jack   Brill,   a  new  pupil 

(135) 


136  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

and  youngest  of  the  Brill  triplets,  acted  as 
cheer  leader  for  the  home  team.  He  was 
full  of  enthusiasm  and  he  managed  to 
impart  a  great  deal  of  it  to  the  crowds  in 
the  stands.  Indeed,  even  before  the  play- 
ers had  come  upon  the  field  he  shouted  the 
opening  words  through  a  megaphone  to 
the  spectators  and  led  them  in  a  song, 
whose  chorus  declared: 

It's  a  long  way  to  Cleverly  High  School^ 

It's  a  long  way  to  go. 
It's  a  long  way  to  Cleverly  High  School, 

They've  bucked  against  ns  now. 
Good-bye,  old  gold  and  purple, 

You're  changed  to  black  and  blue. 
Ifs  a  cheerless  way  to  your  home,  boys. 

But  we've  got  a  hearse  for  you. 

From  the  opposite  side  of  the  field  came 
the  answering  echo  of  the  Cleverly  rooters. 
From  a  volume  of  throats,  like  the  distant 
roaring  of  cannon,  came  their  shouts.  The 
battle  was  in  the  air;  it  seemed  to  have 
begun  even  before  the  warriors  came  on 
the  field. 
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In  the  club  house,  Captain  Forbes  gath- 
ered his  team  about  him  and  said  in  a 
voice  that  quivered  with  earnestness: 

^^  Listen,  fellows,  weVe  got  to  win  today. 
It^s  not  a  case  of  want  to  win,  it's  a  case  of 
got  to  win.  We  can  do  it  too  if  we  play 
hard  enough.  I  don't  want  you  to  go  in 
there  stuffed  with  over-confidence  though. 
That  Cleverly  bunch  has  one  of  the  nicest 
assortments  of  football  players  that  weVe 
bucked  up  against  so  far.  We've  got  to  fight 
every  inch  of  our  way,  and  fight  with  all 
the  energy  that  is  in  us.  If  we  win  this 
game  everything  will  be  clear  sailing.  This 
is  one  of  the  hardest  nuts  we've  had  to 
crack  and  I  want  every  one  of  you  fellows 
to  go  in  there  with  the  determination  that 
it's  going  to  be  done." 

No  one  spoke  for  some  seconds  after 
this  haransgue  on  the  part  of  the  Sleeping 
Beauty.  Indeed,  to  have  spoken  would 
have  spoiled  the  effect  of  the  words,  and  so 
the  boys  remained  silent  and  allowed  them 
to  sink  down  deep  in  their  minds,  that 
they  might  have  them  before  their  mental 
vision  during  the  coming  battle. 
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When  the  Bell  Haven  and  Cleverly 
teams  trotted  on  to  the  field  the  spectators 
set  up  a  roar  that  echoed  and  re-echoed 
from  one  length  of  the  grounds  to  the 
other.  Both  elevens  went  through  their 
signals  once  or  twice  and  then  the  game 
began. 

Captain  Forbes  won  the  toss  and  decided 
that  Bell  Haven  would  kick  off.  Benson 
placed  the  ball  on  a  little  mound  of  earth 
and  stepped  back  to  the  five-yard  line. 
The  boys  stood  eager  and  expectant  as  the 
referee  called  out: 

^^  Ready,  Captain  Ward?" 

'^Ready/^  called  the  captain  of  the 
Cleverly  Eleven. 

''Ready,  Captain  Forbes?"  he  shouted. 

''Ready,"  came  the  reply  from  the  Sleep- 
ing Beauty. 

The  shrill  sound  of  a  whistle  was  heard, 
Benson  rushed  forward,  booted  the  ball 
high  into  the  air,  and  the  game  was 
started.  Tony  Brill  and  Nelson  James, 
the  ends,  were  down  with  the  ball  like  a 
flash.  Martin,  the  Cleverly  fullback,  had 
received  it,  but  he  had  not  advanced  five 
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yards  with  it  before  Nelson  James,  eluding 
the  interference,  tackled  him  around  the 
knees  and  pulled  him  down. 

The  whistle  blew. 

^^  Cleverly 's  ball.  First  down,  ten  yards 
to  go,''  called  the  referee,  frantically  motion- 
ing to  the  Unesmen,  who  in  the  excitement 
of  the  moment  had  forgotten  their  duty 
and  were  intent  upon  watching  the  game. 

The  game  was  off  with  a  dash.  Both 
teams  were  pretty  evenly  matched.  The 
Cleverly  line  out-weighed  Bell  Haven's  by 
an  average  of  three  pounds  to  a  man,  but 
this  slight  advantage  was  made  up  by  the 
grit  and  determination  of  the  Bell  Haven 
boys  and  by  the  strength  of  their  back- 
field,  which  in  turn  out-weighed  that  of 
the  Cleverly  eleven. 

Up  and  down  the  field  they  fought,  now 
gaining,  now  losing,  neither  side  seeming  to 
be  able  to  get  the  better  of  the  other.  At 
one  critical  stage  of  the  first  period  the 
Bell  Haven  boys  had  forced  the  ball  to  the 
five-yard  line,  where  Cleverly,  fighting  hke 
so  many  cornered  animals,  held  them  for 
downs.      Immediately   on   recovering   the 
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ball,  Martin,  the  fullback,  kicked  out  of 
danger.  Bobby  Benson  was  playing  back 
for  the  kick.  As  he  stood  waiting  to 
receive  the  ball,  the  wind  veered  and  the 
descending  ball  merely  grazed  the  side  of 
his  hand  and  the  next  instant  a  Cleverly 
end  had  fallen  on  it.  A  groan  went  up 
from  the  Bell  Haven  rooters,  but  it  was 
instantly  drowned  out  by  cheers  that  came, 
first  like  a  rumble  and  then  blossomed  into 
a  roar,  from  the  Cleverly  stand.  At  that 
moment  the  sound  of  the  whistle,  announc- 
ing the  end  of  the  first  period,  was  as  music 
to  the  chagrined  Bobby  Benson.  He 
walked  over  to  his  team-mates  with  an  air 
of  self -disgust. 

^^  Don't  mind  a  little  thing  like  that,'* 
cheered  the  ever-ready  Pinky.  ^^  We're  all 
bound  to  make  mistakes,  and  ten  chances 
to  one  the  bunch  of  rooters  out  there  will 
forget  all  about  that  little  mishap  before 
the  game  is  over." 

^' Yes,  but  that  won't  make  me  forget  it," 
retorted  Bobby. 

'^You  never  can  tell,"  was  Pinky's  smil- 
ing   reply,  and    before    anything    further 
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could  be  said  Forbes  had  called  the  players 
together  and  was  pouring  w^ords  of  encour- 
agement and  entreaty  into  their  ears. 

The  second  period  was  almost  an  exact 
repetition  of  the  first.  Both  teams  swayed 
up  and  down  the  field,  but  opportunity 
never  seemed  to  beckon  to  either  of  them, 
and  when  the  first  haK  of  the  game  was 
over  the  score  board  announced  a  score- 
less tie. 

Slowly  the  two  elevens  retreated  to  the 
dressing  room  for  a  short  rest  before  the 
resumption  of  the  fray.  Mike  Murray 
joined  the  Bell  Haven  players  as  they 
were  coming  off  the  field.  In  the  club 
house  they  sat  around  him  in  attitudes  of 
restful  attention  w^aiting  for  the  words  of 
advice  that  they  knew  w^ere  coming. 

^VBoys/'  he  said,  ^^you  all  played  a  fine 
game,  every  blessed  mother's  son  of  you. 
But  somehow  or  other  you  seemed  to  fall 
down  in  the  pinches.  I  don't  know  how  or 
why  it  was.  Your  team  work  was  great, 
but  there  were  two  occasions  when  you 
should  have  scored  and  you  failed.  Now  I 
want  you  to  watch  out  this  next  haK,  and 
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when  you  find  that  you^re  in  a  pinch,  play 
twice  as  hard  as  you  ever  played  before. 
I  want  you  to  win  this  game,  the  whole 
student  body  of  Bell  Haven  wants  you  to, 
and  you  want  to  win  yourselves,  so  go  in 
there  with  the  resolution  to  do  or  to  die.'' 

The  third  period  started  with  a  dash. 
Everyone  was  playing  his  best.  About 
the  middle  of  the  period.  Bell  Haven  had 
the  ball  in  the  middle  of  the  field,  where  it 
seemed  constantly  to  hover  throughout  the 
game.  Forbes  plunged  the  line  for  a  three- 
yard  gain,  but  after  this  play  one  of  the 
players  failed  to  arise.  It  was  Dick 
Thompson,  the  big  guard  of  the  Bell 
Haven  Eleven.  He  was  unconscious  and 
there  was  a  big  gash  over  his  left  eye. 
Many  minutes  passed  before  he  opened  his 
eyes,  or,  literally  speaking,  his  eye,  for  the 
left  one  failed  to  reveal  itself.  He  w^as 
assisted  to  the  side  lines  and  given  over  to 
the  care  of  the  doctor  of  the  Academy 
and  Arthur  West  took  his  place  at  guard. 

It  was  Cleverly's  ball  on  the  forty-yard 
line,  the  third  down  and  but  one  yard  to 
go.     Every  man  on  the  Bell  Haven  team 
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felt  confident  that  they  would  buck  the 
Une  for  the  remaining  yard.  And  that 
was  where  they  made  their  fatal  error. 
The  Cleverly  quarter-back  knew  they  were 
expecting  a  line  plunge  and  so  he  resolved 
to  fool  them. 

^'19— 25— 3— 18/^  he  called. 

The  right  end  dashed  out  to  the  side,  the 
fullback  received  the  ball  and  quick  as  a 
flash  he  passed  it  squarely  into  the  waiting 
arms  of  the  end.  There  was  a  clear  field 
before  him  and  he  sped  ahead,  passing  the 
white  chalked  lines  like  hghtning,  vainly 
pursued  by  the  Bell  Haven  boys,  who  had 
awakened  too  late. 

The  first  touchdown  of  the  hard-fought 
battle  had  been  scored  and  scored  by  the 
Cleverly  Eleven! 

To  add  to  the  discouragement  of  the 
home  team,  the  visitors  succeeded  in  kick- 
ing the  goal  and  thus  added  another  point 
to  their  tally.  But  the  ardor  of  the  Bell 
Haven  Eleven  was  by  no  means  diminished 
and  in  the  middle  of  the  fourth  period  it 
was  greatly  increased.  The  Cleverly  team 
tried  for  another  forward  pass,  but  this 
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time  they  found  the  Bell  Haven  team  was 
not  asleep.  Forbes  rushed  over  and  with 
a  jump  pulled  the  ball  from  the  air. 
Taking  advantage  of  his  opportunity,  he 
dashed  forward,  and  with  Palmer,  Greely 
and  Benson,  interfering  for  him,  he  made 
one  of  the  most  wonderful  runs  of  the 
game  and  scored  a  touchdown.  But  to 
the  dismay  of  the  Bell  Haven  players  and 
rooters,  Benson  failed  to  kick  the  goal. 

The  score  then  stood  7  to  6.  Cleverly 
was  still  in  the  lead  and  but  five  minutes 
remained  to  play. 

Cleverly  kicked  off.  Bobby  Benson 
received  the  kick  and  with  the  help  of  his 
team-mates  advanced  it  over  three  white 
lines.  The  Bell  Haven  boys  were  fighting 
like  tigers  now.  A  forward  pass  was  tried 
and  fifteen  yards  less  lay  between  them 
and  the  goal. 

The  roar  from  the  Bell  Haven  stand  was 
becoming  deafening. 

' '  Forbes !  Forbes ! ' '  1}hey  shrieked, ' '  if  you 
never  do  it  again,  get  us  a  touchdown  now.'' 

^'That's  the  way,  Benson;  let  them  see 
the  kind  of  stuff  we're  made  of." 
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The  struggling  eleven  paid  no  attention 
to  the  shouts  of  the  stand.  On,  on,  they 
fought  their  way,  hammering  the  line  like 
so  many  battering  rams.  But  their  toil 
seemed  useless.  They  had  reached  the 
thirty-five-yard  line  and  but  one  minute 
remained  to  play. 

Forbes  rushed  over  to  Benson. 

'^Kick,"  he  muttered,  almost  fiercely. 

Without  an  instant's  hesitation,  Benson 
called  out: 

'^Back  formation,  30— 22— 9— 15.^' 

Every  man  in  the  line  knew  what  was 
coming.  They  knew  that  it  was  their 
duty  to  hold  out  the  Cleverly  players.  And 
they  held  together  like  an  impenetrable 
stone  wall. 

Benson  received  the  unerring  pass  of  the 
center  and  balanced  the  ball  in  his  hands. 
The  next  instant  a  dull  thud  announced 
that  he  had  kicked.  The  ball  went  soar- 
ing into  the  air.  Bobby  closed  his  eyes. 
He  was  afraid  to  look  for  fear  the  pigskin 
might  miss  its  mark. 

A  thundering  yell  rent  the  air,  hands 
slapped  Benson  o^i  the  back  and  quickly 
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opening  his  eyes  he  saw  his  team-mates 
standing  about  him. 

'^What  did  I  tell  you?"  yeUed  Pinky  in 
his  ear,,  ^^That  crowd's  forgotten  all  about 
that  little  fumble  of  yours.  YouVe  won 
the  game  for  Bell  Haven,  and  they're 
trying  to  tell  you  what  a  wonderful  player 
you  are!'' 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE   DUPLICATE   PLANS 

4  FTER  the  enthusiasm  caused  by  the 
r\  victory  over  the  Cleverly  Eleven 
had  begun  to  die  out,  the  thoughts 
of  Bobby  Benson  reverted  to  Tiberius 
Brown  and  his  patent.  He  remembered 
the  interview  between  the  professor  and 
the  man  with  the  laughing  eyes  and  some- 
thing told  him  that  the  child-like  Tiberius 
would  have  to  be  guarded  if  he  were  to 
preserve  the  fruits  of  his  long  years  of 
patient  labor.  He  called  on  him  one 
night  in  company  with  the  Sleeping  Beauty. 

''Mr.  Brown/'  he  said,  ''don't  you  think 
you're  running  a  big  risk  in  leaving  your 
contrivance  out  in  the  shed  where  anybody 
is  likely  to  find  it?" 

A  shrewd  look  flashed  over  the  faded 
eyes  of  the  professor. 

"You're  exceedingly  thoughtful,  Ben- 
son," he  said,  "but  the  man  that  tried  to 
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steal  that  model  would  have  his  labor  for 
his  pains." 

''Why?" 

''Because  IVe  disconnected  it  and  I 
defy  any  one  but  Tiberius  Brown  to  put 
it  together." 

The  boy  laughed  at  the  pride  of  his 
somewhat  eccentric  teacher. 

"That's  aU  right,"  he  said,  "but  if  I'm 
not  mistaken  you  have  a  set  of  plans 
about,  haven't  you?" 

"Indeed  I  have,"  replied  Tiberius;  "I'd 
be  a  mighty  poor  inventor  if  I  didn't  have 
plans  of  the  thing  I  propose  to  manufac- 
ture," and  getting  up  he  went  to  the  closet 
and  returned  in  a  moment  with  a  set  of 
blue-prints. 

"These  are  really  valuable,"  he  com- 
mented as  he  unrolled  the  papers  and 
spread  them  out  on  the  top  of  a  table  in 
the  center  of  the  room. 

"This  teUs  the  whole  story,  does  it?" 
asked  Bobby,  examining  the  plans  with 
interest. 

"It  does  indeed,"  said  the  professor, 
straightening  himself  and  waving  his  arm 
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in  his  oratorical  manner.  ^^Why,  a  child 
could  put  the  thing  together  by  the  aid  of 
these  plans.'' 

Benson  took  a  turn  up  and  down  the 
room  and  stroked  his  chin  in  a  reflective 
way. 

'^In  that  event/'  he  said  finally,  ''you've 
got  to  guard  these  plans  very  carefully." 

Tiberius  laughed. 

''I  kept  them  in  my  coat  pocket  for 
weeks  at  a  time,  but  finally  I  decided  that 
they  would  be  better  in  the  closet,  here  in 
my  room." 

''You  think  they're  safe  here,  do  you?" 

"Absolutely,"  was  the  emphatic  reply. 
"I  have  the  greatest  confidence  in  every- 
body in  this  house." 

"Who  are  the  other  lodgers?" 

"Well,"  replied  Tiberius  cocking  his 
head  to  one  side,  "now  that  you  really 
mention  it,  I  really  don't  know  many  of 
them  by  name.  Adam  West  has  the  room 
below  me  and  I  understand  that  the  man 
in  the  rear  is  a  night  watchman  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind." 

Bobby  ran  his  hands  through  his  heavy 
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brown  hair  and  fixing  his  big  eyes  on  the 
teacher  said: 

^'I^m  going  to  tell  you  something  that 
may  surprise  you  but  I  don't  want  you  to 
be  startled.'' 

^^What  is  it?"  was  the  anxious  query. 

^^Why,  there  are  two  fellows  sneaking 
around  this  town  with  the  hope  and 
expectation  of  getting  their  clutches  on 
those  plans." 

The  professor  began  to  finger  his  spec- 
tacles nervously.  His  face  seemed  to  lose 
the  little  color  it  possessed  and  when  he 
spoke  his  lips  quivered. 

^^You  really  don't  think  they  would  do 
anything  of  that  kind,  do  you,  Benson?" 

'^I  surely  do,"  replied  Bobby,  ^'and  if 
I  had  the  shadow  of  a  case  against  them, 
I'd  have  them  locked  up." 

^^Why  not  do  it  anyhow?"  suggested 
Tiberius. 

Benson  shook  his  head. 

^^You  can't  do  it — at  least,  not  in  Bell 
Haven.  You  can  take  a  man  in  on  suspi- 
cion in  the  big  cities,  but  that  sort  of  thing 
can't  be  pulled  off  here." 
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The  professor  rolled  up  his  plans  ner- 
vously and  tied  a  string  around  them. 

^'Tyq  got  a  suggestion  to  make,"  said 
Bobby. 

^^Whatisit?'' 

The  youngster  gazed  thoughtfully  at  the 
professor,  but  instead  of  answering  his 
query,  he  propounded  a  question. 

'^  Where  are  you  going  to  keep  those 
plans?     Not  in  that  closet,  I  hope." 

^^No.  I'm  going  to  put  them  in  this 
desk.  Don't  you  think  that's  a  good  place 
for  them?" 

Bobby  grinned. 

^^If  robbers  got  into  this  room,  that  old- 
fashioned  secretary  would  be  the  first  thing 
they'd  pry  open  and  your  plans  would  be 
there  looking  as  tempting  as  a  fat  turkey 
on  the  (Jay  before  Thanksgiving." 

The  professor  cleared  his  throat  once  or 
twice. 

'^ Benson,"  he  remarked  with  a  return  to 
his  professional  manner,  ^^your  metaphors 
are  excellent,  but  I  can't  say  that  I'm 
pleased  at  the  prospect  you  hold  out  for 
me.     What  can  I  do?" 
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^'IVe  got  a  scheme.  It's  as  plain  as  the 
nose  on  your  face.  Well  fix  up  a  duplicate 
set  of  plans.'' 

''What  do  you  mean?" 

''I  mean  that  we'll  get  some  blank 
paper,  exactly  like  the  kind  you've  used  in 
making  the  plans,  and  we'll  dress  it  up  in 
such  a  way  that  on  the  outside  it  will  look 
precisely  like  the  real  thing." 

'^But  what  is  the  object  of  this  imposi- 
tion?" asked  the  literal-minded  professor. 

''Simply  this,"  said  Benson  earnestly. 
"We'll  take  the  bogus  plans  and  put  them 
in  this  secretary  and  if  the  robbers  come, 
they'll  grab  this  fake  stuff  and  get  away 
with  something  that  only  has  the  value  of 
common  paper." 

"But  in  the  mean  time,"  interrupted  the 
professor,  "what " 

"In  the  mean  time,"  explained  Bobby, 
"the  real  plans  will  be  locked  up  in  the 
bottom  of  that  bureau  drawer  there." 

The  venerable  pedagogue  was  so  over- 
come with  the  ingeniousness  of  this  sugges- 
tion that  he  so  far  forgot  himself  as  to  clap 
his  hands  in  glee. 
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'^Most  excellent,  my  boy/^  he  cried, 
''most  excellent.  Now  how  shall  we  pre- 
pare the  dummy  plans?  ^^ 

''Have  you  any  blue-print  paper?" 

The  professor  in  reply  to  this  question 
went  to  the  closet  and  brought  forth  sev- 
eral sheets  of  paper.  Suddenly  he  tossed 
them  aside,  exclaiming: 

"By  the  way,  Benson,  IVe  got  a  set  of 
plans  here  that  are  perfectly  worthless.  A 
few  years  ago  I  had  an  idea  for  an  improve- 
ment on  the  bicycle,  but  it  turned  out  to 
be  impracticable,  and  I  have  never  been 
able  to  do  anything  w4th  it.'^ 

While  he  was  talking,  the  professor  pro- 
duced the  valueless  plans  and  as  he  fin- 
ished Bobby  grabbed  them  eagerly 

"That^s  just  the  thing.  Now  you  can 
put  these  foolish  bicycle  plans  in  your 
secretary  and  then  lock  up  your  valuable 
blue-prints  in  the  bureau  drawer." 

Tiberius  promised  to  do  as  he  was  told 
and  when  Bobby  said  good-night  to  him, 
the  absent-minded  one  was  standing  in  the 
center  of  the  room,  holding  the  valuable 
plans  in  one  hand  and  the  worthless  ones 
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in  the  other  and  chuckling  immoderately 
at  the  cleverness  of  his  young  pupil. 

It  was  three  nights  afterwards,  when  the 
members  of  the  faculty  and  the  pupils  of 
the  school  were  attending  a  lecture  in  the 
auditorium  of  the  Academy,  that  Benson 
spoke  to  the  professor  about  their  scheme 
and  asked  him  if  he  had  carried  out  his 
suggestion. 

^^To  the  letter/^  was  the  self-satisfied 
response,  ''and  I^d  give  anything  to  see 
the  mortification  of  those  rascals  when  they 
break  into  my  room  and  afterwards  dis- 
cover that  they  have  run  away  with  a  good- 
for-nothing  set  of  bicycle  plans." 

Benson  and  Palmer  walked  home  with 
Tiberius  that  night  and  they  discussed  the 
professor^s  invention  and  the  means  that 
had  been  taken  for  guarding  it  against 
unscrupulous  men. 

Pinky  chuckled. 

''It's  all  very  interesting, ''  he  said,  "but 
it  sounds  more  like  something  from  a  book 
or  play  than  the  real  thing.  It  would  be  a 
good  joke  if  the  thieves,  as  you  call  them, fail 
to  take  advantage  of  your  clever  scheme." 
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'^So  much  the  better/'  declared  Bobby. 
''We're  not  aching  to  have  any  plans 
stolen,  but  if  they  must  be  taken,  we'd 
like  to  have  the  laugh  on  the  robbers/' 

It  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock  when  the 
trio  approached  the  lodgings  of  Tiberius 
Brown.  To  their  surprise  they  found 
Mrs.  Bowen,  the  landlady,  standing  on 
the  steps.  She  screwed  up  her  shining 
eyes  as  they  approached  and  cried 
shrilly: 

''Oh,  Mr.  Brown,  where  have  you  been? 
Where  have  you  been?" 

"Really,  Mrs.  Bowen,"  replied  Tiberius 
with  a  touch  of  asperity,  "I  don't  know 
that  I  should  be  compelled  to  give  you  an 
account  of  my  movements.     I " 

"Something  terrible's  happened.  Some- 
one's broken  into  your  room.  I  found  the 
door  wide  open  and  when  I  went  in  there, 
discovered  that  the  lid  of  your  secretary 
had  been  pried  open  and  some  of  your 
papers  taken." 

Benson  turned  to  Palmer  with  a  tri- 
umphant glance  in  his  big  brown  eyes. 

"The  expected  has  happened,  my  boy," 
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he  said,  '^in  spite  of  your  skepticism  con- 
cerning our  plan." 

Tiberius  and  the  two  boys  slowly  climbed 
up  the  narrow  stairway  and  reaching  the 
third  landing,  walked  into  the  room  of 
the  absent-minded  professor.  The  place 
was  in  great  disorder.  The  window  was 
open  and  it  was  evident  that  the  thief  had 
made  his  way  into  the  house  by  means  of  a 
sloping  roof  which  adjoined  the  pedagogue's 
apartment.  The  lock  of  the  secretary  had 
been  broken  and  papers  were  strewn  about 
the  floor.     The  plans  were  gone. 

Tiberius  rubbed  his  hands  with  satis- 
faction and  turning  to  Benson  said: 

^^My  son,  youVe  outwitted  them." 
^^  Well,"  interrupted  Palmer  with  a  puzzled 
look  in  his  eyes,  ^^what  have  you  done  with 
the  real  plans?" 

'^They're  locked  up  in  that  bureau 
drawer,"  replied  the  teacher. 

'^Suppose  you  look  and  see  if  they're 
there,"  suggested  the  practical-minded  one. 

The  professor  smiled  and  getting  down 
on  his  knees,  put  the  key  in  the  bureau 
and  pulled  out  the  bottom  drawer.      The 
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plans  were  there  and  pickmg  them  up  he 
handed  them  to  Palmer.  The  red-haired 
one  stared  at  them  for  several  minutes  and 
then  finally  said  in  a  voice  that  quivered 
ever  so  slightly: 

'^I  think  there's  something  wrong  here/' 

"Why/'  interrupted  Bobby,  "what's  the 
matter?" 

"These  plans  have  nothing  to  do  with 
the  new  automobile  attachment.  They 
call  for  an  improvement  on  a  bicycle." 

The  professor  looked  at  the  boy  help- 
lessly for  a  few  moments.  He  readjusted 
his  spectacles  over  the  bridge  of  his  nose 
and  sighed  with  an  air  of  deepest  dejection: 

"I'm — I'm  very  much  afraid,"  he  stam- 
mered, "that  I  mixed  those  papers  up  and 
the  thieves  have  gotten  away  with  the 
valuable  plans." 


CHAPTER  XIV 

ELOCUTION 

THERE  was  something  almost  pa- 
thetic about  the  helplessness  of 
Tiberius  Brown.  He  stood  there 
with  the  abashed  look  of  a  small  boy  who 
has  been  caught  stealing  jam.  Benson's 
amazement  presently  gave  way  to  a  gust 
of  anger. 

'^How  in  the  name  of  goodness  did  you 
come  to  mix  those  papers?''  he  asked. 

The  professor  moistened  his  hps  with 
the  tip  of  his  tongue  before  making  reply. 

^^I'm  sure  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea," 
he  repUed  finally  in  a  voice  that  quivered 
in  spite  of  himself.  ^^  However,  there's  no 
use  in  crying  over  spilt  milk.  I've  blun- 
dered and  I've  got  to  make  the  best  of  it. 
I  thank  you  boys  for  what  you  have  done 
for  me  and  I  won't  bother  you  any 
more." 

''Something's   been   spilt,   but   I   don't 
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think  it  was  milk/^  smiled  Bobby,  recover- 
ing his  temper,  ^'and '' 

^^  Pardon  me,  Benson,''  interrupted  Ti- 
berius, instantly  falling  back  into  the  char- 
acter of  the  pedagogue,  ^'you  must  know 
that  I  did  not  refer  to  the  actual  spilling  of 
milk.  I  spoke  purely  in  a  metaphorical 
sense.'' 

'^The  ruling  passions  strong  in  death," 
said  Palmer,  interjecting  a  quotation  he 
had  just  learned. 

'^I  wish,"  continued  Benson,  "that  the 
thief  who  got  away  with  those  papers  had 
only  taken  them  in  a  metaphorical  sense." 

Tiberius  sighed. 

''Well,  boys,  you  won't  have  to  be  your 
brother's  keeper  any  longer.  I'll  try  to 
forget  all  about  it." 

''Like  fun,"  exclaimed  Benson  with  a  curl 
of  the  hps  and  flashing  eyes.  "You  don't 
suppose  that  we'd  desert  you  now,  do  you, 
just  when  you  need  help  more  than  ever?" 

"I— I  didn't  expect " 


"Never  mind  w^hat  you  expected.  We're 
going  to  stick  to  you  like  grim  death  and 
let  you  know  what's  good  for  you." 
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The  teacher  Hfted  his  head  at  the  sharp- 
ness of  the  boy's  tone.  His  first  incUna- 
tion  was  to  rebuke  him  for  impertinence, 
but  he  reahzed  that  the  words  came  from 
the  heart  and  said  nothing. 

'^Now/'  resumed  Bobby,  "the  first  thing 
we'll  do  will  be  to  go  to  Dr.  Maury  and  lay 
this  case  before  him.'' 

"Is  it  necessary?"  asked  Tiberius. 

"Highly  necessary,"  replied  the  boy. 
"I  suppose  you  know  something  about 
Adam  West's  fortune  and  how  it  was 
stolen  and  how  it  was  finally  recovered?" 

The  professor  nodded. 

"I  think  I  have  a  very  clear  recollection 
of  that  most  extraordinary  occurrence." 

"Well,  one  of  my  recollections  is  that 
Adam  did  not  want  Dr.  Maury  to  know 
anything  about  it,  so  we  fooled  away  a  lot 
of  time  working  in  the  dark.  I  don't  pro- 
pose to  have  any  more  nonsense  of  that 
kind." 

Once  again  the  absent-minded  professor 
looked  up  in  surprise  at  his  pupil,  but  the 
rebuke  died  on  his  lips  and  he  said  with  a 
shadowy  smile: 
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*'I  trust,  my  son,  we  won^t  have  any 
sort  of  nonsense." 

In  spite  of  the  hour,  the  two  boys  and 
the  professor  sought  the  president  of  the 
Academy  and  gave  him  all  of  the  details  of 
the  robbery.  Dr.  Maury  scratched  his  head 
in  perplexity. 

''It  seems  to  me/^  he  remarked,  ''that 
the  Bell  Haven  Academy  is  likely  to  become 
famous  in  the  annals  of  crime. '^ 

''You^U  have  to  blame  the  old  men 
around  here,  then,"  cried  the  impulsive 
Palmer.  ''It  seems  to  me  that  they 
haven't  sown  their  wild  oats  yet." 

Dr.  Maury,  being  a  practical  man,  went 
about  the  business  in  a  common-sense  way. 
First  he  dictated  a  description  of  the  stolen 
property  and  had  typewritten  copies  made, 
which  he  irmnediately  mailed  to  the  various 
chiefs  of  police  in  the  neighborhood.  After 
that  he  got  into  telephonic  communica- 
tion with  the  police  bureau  of  BeU  Haven 
and  in  spite  of  the  pomposity  and  incom- 
petence of  its  head,  managed  to  impress  the 
importance  of  the  case  on  the  department. 
Finally  he  sent  night  telegraphic  messages 
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to  the  detective  agencies  at  Hedgewater 
and  Bentonville. 

^'Now/^  said  the  practical  one  with  a 
sigh  of  relief,  ^^I  don't  think  there's  another 
thing  we  can  do  tonight  and  I  suggest  that 
you  all  go  to  bed  and  get  a  good  sleep,  so 
that  you'll  have  a  clear  head  to  meet  any 
emergencies  that  may  arise  tomorrow." 

Bobby  and  Pinky  accompanied  Tiberius 
to  his  lodgings  and  as  they  separated  for 
the  night,  Benson  said  regretfully: 

^'Vd  like  to  get  on  the  trail  of  those 
thieves  myself,  but  I  can't  leave  here 
tomorrow.  We  have  the  annual  elocution 
contest  at  the  Academy  and  as  I  am 
president  of  the  Debating  Society,  Dr. 
Maury  has  a  pecuhar  notion  that  I  should 
preside  over  the  affair." 

''I'd  become  a  sleuth  myseK,"  added 
Pinky,  ''if  it  wasn't  for  the  fact  that  I've 
got  to  take  part  in  this  talk-fest  that  Ben- 
son's been  telling  you  about." 

The  Prize  Elocution  Contest  which  was 
scheduled  for  the  following  afternoon  was 
one  of  the  big  events  of  the  year  at  Bell 
Haven.      It  was   the  ambition   of   every 


Elocution  163 


pupil  in  the  school  to  get  into  the  contest 
and  it  was  somewhat  of  an  honor,  because 
after  the  tests  had  been  made  and  the 
least  desirable  were  weeded  out  there  were 
only  six  contestants  in  the  struggle  for  the 
gold  medal  which  was  the  prize  for  the 
event. 

The  morning  sessions  were  as  brief  as 
possible  in  order  to  permit  the  boys  to 
prepare  for  the  oratorical  contest.  At  two 
o'clock  the  auditorium  was  crowded  with 
the  pupils  and  the  friends  of  the  institu- 
tion. A  number  of  invited  guests  were 
present  and  the  occasion  was  made  still 
more  memorable  by  the  playing  of  a  full 
string  orchestra. 

It  was  three  o'clock  when  Bobby  Benson 
as  the  chairman  started  the  proceedings 
with  a  brief  speech  on  the  importance  of 
public  speaking  for  those  who  hoped  to 
adopt  a  professional  career.  His  remarks 
were  short  and  well  chosen  and  he  closed 
by  presenting  Pinky  Palmer  as .  the  first 
contestant  of  the  afternoon. 

Pinky  had  selected  Mark  Twain's  '^  Essay 
on  the  Weather/'  and  he  delivered  it  with 
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such  unction  that  he  had  the  large  audience 
roaring  with  laughter.  Pahner,  who  cared 
little  or  nothing  for  the  prize,  made  no 
attempt  at  oratory.  He  spoke  in  a  drawl- 
ing voice  and  seemed  to  enjoy  the  business 
quite  as  much  as  his  hearers.  He  made  a 
decided  hit,  and  as  he  left  the  platform 
received  enthusiastic  applause. 

Tony  Brill  followed  with  Mark  Anthony's 
'^Oration  over  the  Body  of  Caesar/'  and 
this  stirring  appeal  furnished  quite  a  con- 
trast to  Pinky's  humorous  flight.  Gordon 
Greely  recited  ^^Spartacus  to  the  Gladia- 
tors/' while  Harry  Richardson  and  James 
Clark,  two  of  the  younger  boys,  gave  ''The 
Last  Days  of  Pompeii"  and  ''The  Raven." 
The  concluding  recitation  was  by  Nelson 
James,  who  had  selected  for  his  offering,  the 
famous  address  of  Rienzi  to  the  Romans. 
He  delivered  it  with  much  fervor  and  great 
oratorical  effect  and  it  was  easily  seen  that 
he  was  the  favorite  of  the  afternoon. 
'  ^  When  the  three  judges  got  together  after 
the  speaking  was  over,  they  unanimously 
decided  that  Nelson  James  was  entitled  to 
the    gold    medal    for    elocution.      James, 
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with  his  natural  modesty,  felt  like  sinking 
through  the  floor  when  he  was  called  on  to 
respond  to  the  verdict  of  the  judges,  but 
he  managed  to  thank  them  with  choking 
voice  and  misty  eyes. 

After  the  audience  had  been  dismissed, 
the  members  of  the  football  squad  sur- 
rounded James  and  dancing  about  him 
declared  in  more  or  less  musical  tones  that 
he  was  a  jolly  good  fellow. 

'^ Nelson,^'  cried  Gordon  Greely,  the  big, 
tall  member  of  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven  who 
had  become  greatly  attached  to  the  unas- 
suming James,  'Hhis  is  a  big  victory  and 
we're  going  to  celebrate  it  in  the  proper 
spirit.  We  want  you  to  go  to  the  theater 
with  us  tonight  and  after  that  we're  going 
to  have  a  little  supper,  just  to  show  you 
how  much  we  think  of  you.'' 

''Really,  boys,"  said  James,  "I  don't 
want  you  to  do  anything  like  that.  I'm 
just  tickled  to  death  with  the  good-will  you 
have  shown  me  and  I  really  don't  expect 
anything  else." 

Greely  turned  to  the  circle  of  boys  that 
surrounded  them  and  exclaimed: 
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'^Say,  fellows,  what  I  have  said  goes, 
doesn't  it?'' 

There  was  a  chorus  of  "Yes!  yes!"  in  the 
midst  of  which  Captain  Forbes  stepped  for- 
ward and  remarked  quietly: 

"I'm  afraid  it  won't  be  possible  to  carry 
out  your  plan,  Greely — ^at  least,  not  until 
the  football  season's  over." 

"Don't  you  think  James  deserves  a 
celebration  of  some  kind?" 

"Sure,"  was  the  quiet  response,  "but  not 
tonight." 

"Why  not?" 

"Because  the  scheme  you  have  arranged 
will  keep  us  all  out  until  after  midnight, 
and  while  we're  in  training,  every  fellow's 
got  to  get  to  bed  by  ten  o'clock.  It's  more 
important  to  keep  this  rule  now  than  ever 
it  was  before." 

"But  this  is  a  special  occasion,"  pleaded 
the  big  fellow. 

"It  doesn't  make  any  difference,"  re- 
torted the  Sleeping  Beauty  with  a  spirit 
that  was  a  revelation  to  his  associates. 
"There  isn't  going  to  be  any  special  occa- 
sion as  long  as  I'm  captain  of  the  team." 
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Greely  scowled  at  this  declaration  and 
his  dark  face  became  very  disagreeable. 
He  motioned  to  the  other  boys  and  they 
left  Forbes  and  formed  in  a  little  circle  at 
the  other  end  of  the  room.  There  was 
much  conversation  and  after  a  few  minutes 
Greely  came  back  to  the  young  captain, 
followed  by  the  other  boys. 

^^Well/'  he  announced  as  though  he  were 
handing  down  a  decision  of  the  United 
States  Supreme  Court,  ^^  you're  Ucked,  old 
man.'' 

''What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Forbes 
sharply. 

''Nothing/'  was  the  reply,  "except  that 
we've  out-voted  you.  The  team's  decided 
to  have  this  outing  whether  you  like  it  or 
not." 

"All  of  the  team/'  gasped  the  yoimg 
captain. 

"Yep — ^all  but  Benson  and  Palmer  and 
they  don't  seem  to  be  wildly  enthusiastic 
about  going  to  bed  with  the  chickens." 

"This  is  a  surprise,"  said  Forbes  as 
though  talking  to  himself. 

"Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about 
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it?"  asked  the  tall  fellow  with  a  badly 
concealed  snicker. 

Suddenly  the  appearance  of  the  Sleeping 
Beauty  changed.  The  look  of  perplexity 
left  his  face  and  a  gust  of  anger  swept  over 
it.  He  stamped  his  foot  with  a  force  that 
startled  the  boys  and  then  plucking  the 
little  badge,  which  denoted  his  rank,  from  the 
lapel  of  his  coat,  he  threw  it  on  the  floor. 

^'That's  what  I^m  going  to  do  about  it,'' 
he  cried  fiercely.  "You  boobs  can  go  and 
get  another  captain.  I'm  through  with 
you/'  and  turning  on  his  heel  he  started  to 
leave  the  room. 

Benson  and  Palmer,  who  had  been  watch- 
ing the  scene  with  admiration  not  unmixed 
with  astonishment,  ran  after  Forbes  and 
grabbed  him  by  the  arms. 

"See  here,  Forbes,"  cried  Benson  in  a 
pleading  tone,  "you  don't  want  to  go  and 
do  anything  hasty." 

"There's  nothing  hasty  about  it,"  cried 
the  autocrat.  "If  my  orders  are  not  to  be 
obeyed,  you  can  get  someone  else  to  run 
the  team.  That's  all.  Good  night  and 
good  luck  to  you." 
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Blank  amazement  was  pictured  on  the 
faces  of  all  the  members  of  the  team. 
Forbes  pulled  himseK  away  from  Pinky  and 
Bobby,  but  about  that  time  Greely  had 
started  down  the  room  and  caught  up  with 
him. 

''You  don't  mean  this,  do  you?"  cried 
the  big  fellow. 

''I  certainly  do." 

'^I  didn't  think  you'd  get  peeved  so 
easily,"  said  Greely  in  a  grieved  tone. 

''I'm  not  peeved  at  all,"  was  the  spirited 
retort,  "but  I'm  either  to  be  captain  or 
I'm  not  to  be  captain,  and  while  I'm  cap- 
tain, I'm  going  to  be  obeyed." 

''Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  the  swarthy 
complexioned  one,  "we  want  you  to  be 
captain  and  we  want  you  to  be  obeyed. 
If  we  promise  that  will  you  put  the  badge, 
on  again?" 

"You  bet." 

"Say, fellows,"  said  Greely,  turning  to  the 
others,  "suppose  we  postpone  that  little  cel- 
ebration until  after  the  football  season." 

"Good  idea,"  cried  two  or  three  in 
chorus. 
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Pinky  Palmer  picked  up  the  discarded 
emblem  of  authority  and  pinned  it  on  the 
bosom  of  the  misnamed  Sleeping  Beauty. 
Bobby  Benson  patted  the  captain  on  the 
back  to  let  him  know  how  much  he  thought 
of  him  and  in  the  midst  of  this  the  good- 
hearted  if  erratic  Greely  turned  to  the 
crowd  and  shouted: 

'^I  propose  three  cheers  for  Forbes — ^the 
peerless  captain  of  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven!'' 

And  the  cheers  were  given  with  a  vigor 
that  almost  broke  the  glass  in  the  window 
frames. 


CHAPTER  XV 


ADAM   WEST 


ON  the  morning  after  the  contest  in 
elocution  Bobby  Benson  received  a 
message  from  Adam  West,  saying 
that  he  would  hke  to  see  him  at  once. 
It  was  a  surprise  in  more  ways  than  one. 
The  venerable  janitor  had  been  out  of  the 
city  and  Benson  was  unaware  of  the  fact 
that  he  had  returned.  Usually  Adam  made 
his  presence  known  by  sauntering  around 
the  campus  and  marching  through  the  class 
rooms  wdth  the. studied  indifference  of  one 
who  possesses  special  privileges.  There 
was  something  about  the  message,  however, 
that  made  it  assume  an  air  of  formality. 
Surely  Adam  must  have  something  impor- 
tant to  communicate  when  he  found  it 
necessary  to  send  out  such  a  call.  Possibly 
he  was  sick  and  needed  assistance.  These 
and  many  other  thoughts  rushed  through 
the  boy's  brain  as  he  hastened  towards  the 
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modest  apartments  of  his  old  friend.  Mrs. 
Bowen,  wearing  a  white  cap  and  a  spot- 
lessly clean  apron,  answered  the  door. 

'^Good  morning/'  said  Bobby  tipping  his 
hat,  '^is  there  anything  the  matter  with 
Adam?     Is  he  sick?'' 

The  landlady  smiled  expansively. 

'^Well,"  she  replied,  ^4f  you'd  seen  the 
breakfast  he  just  put  away,  you  wouldn't 
ask  that  question." 

Benson  walked  in  and  hurried  up  the 
narrow  stairway.  The  door  of  the  janitor's 
room  stood  ajar,  and  the  invitation  to  come 
in  followed  his  light  tapping  on  the  panels. 

'^  Hello,  son.  Hope  I  haven't  disturbed 
you,  but  I've  got  to  skip  off  and  catch  a 
train,  so  I  didn't  have  a  chance  to  go  over 
to  the  Academy  this  morning." 

Bobby  glanced  around  the  room  and 
noticed  the  bachelor-like  comforts  enjoyed 
by  the  old  man.  He  sat  in  a  large  arm- 
chair puffing  at  his  pipe  and  sending 
circles  of  smoke  towards  the  ceiling.  The 
morning  paper  lying  on  the  floor  indicated 
that  Adam  had  been  keeping  abreast  with 
the  news  of  the  day.     He  stroked  his  long 
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white  beard  and  glanced  at  Benson  with  a 
quizzical  sort  of  a  smile. 

^^I  hope  I'm  not  disturbing  you,"  blurted 
the  boy  finally.  ^^You  look  so  cozy  and 
comfortable  here.'' 

^^  Might  as  well  be/'  was  the  calm  reply; 
'4t  doesn't  cost  any  more  and  makes  a 
fellow  feel  good." 

^^What  did  you  want  to  see  me  about?" 
asked  Bobby  impatiently. 

^^\bout  that  trouble  of  old  Brown's," 
said  the  janitor  as  though  he  were  a  boy 
and  the  professor  were  in  the  class  of  the 
Ancient  Mariner. 

'^WeU,"  said  Bobby,  'Hhere  really  isn't 
very  much  to  tell.  You  have  probably 
heard  how  the  plans  were  taken  by  break- 
ing open  his  secretary." 

^^Yep — ^all  I  wanted  to  know  was, 
whether  they  have  been  recovered  yet." 

Bobby  shook  his  head  disconsolately. 

'^No  such  luck.  We've  notified  the 
police  and  we're  v/aiting  to  hear  from  them. 
I'd  have  gone  out  myself  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  the  prize  contest." 

Adam  gazed  reflectively  at  the  back  of 
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his  big  horny  hands  and  when  he  spoke 
it  was  in  the  long-drawn-out  drawl  that 
seemed  to  be  a  part  of  his  character. 

''Son,  I  think  I  can  be  of  some  assistance 
to  you  in  this  matter.  You  know  you  were 
all-fired  good  to  me  when  I  lost  my  money 
and  IVe  just  been  waitin'  for  a  chance  to 
get  even.  I  know  how  much  you  think  of 
old  man  Brown '' 

''I  presume/'  interrupted  Bobby  trying 
hard  to  conceal  a  smile,  ''that  you  refer  to 
my  teacher,  Professor  Brown?'' 

"Yep,"  agreed  the  other,  giving  his 
frosty  beard  a  gentle  stroke,  "that's  the 
one.  As  I  was  sayin',  turn  about's  fair 
play,  and  my  chance  came  in  the  most 
unexpected  way." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Bobby 
eagerly,  sitting  down  and  fastening  his  big 
brown  eyes  on  the  janitor. 

"Hold  your  horses,"  warned  Adam,  "and 
if  you  keep  perfectly  still,  I'll  tell  you  the 
whole  darn  story.  I  was  preparin'  to  go 
away  the  night  this  thing  occurred.  You 
know,"  v/ith  an  engaging  smile,  "that  I'm 
a  man  of  property  now,  and  I  have  business 
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in  the  city.  I  had  to  go  to  Hedgewater, 
and  jist  before  I  got  to  the  depot  with  my 
satchel  in  my  hand,  I  remembered  that 
I'd  forgotten  somethin\  I  walked  back 
and  got  here  as  someone  dropped  on  the 
ground  in  the  back  of  the  house.  It  was 
purty  blamed  dark,  but  I  hurried  around 
there  and  caught  sight  of  two  fellows 
crawhn'  through  the  bushes.  They  musta 
heard  me,  for  they  started  off  on  a  run 
with  me  on  their  trail.'' 

''Could  you  see  who  they  were  at  aU?'' 
interrupted  Bobby. 

''Nope — couldn't  see  a  thing  but  two 
shadows  flittin'  through  the  mists.  I'm 
not  a  youngster,  and  the  rheumatism  does 
cripple  me  up  sometimes,  but  I  kept  after 
those  feUows  for  all  I  was  worth.  They 
went  into  the  hotel,  down  to  the  village, 
and  me  after  them.  Somehow,  they  man- 
aged to  get  into  the  sittin'  room  there  and 
I  planted  myself  outside  the  door  and  made 
up  my  mind  that  I  wouldn't  quit  until 
they  came  out.  There  was  high  words 
goin'  on  inside  as  if  two  men  were  fightin'. 
After  a  long  while  the  door  burst  open  and 
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a  young  fellow  came  rushin'  out.  He 
walked  by  me  like  a  streak  of  greased 
lightenin'.  It  made  me  mad  after  all  my 
waitin'  there,  but  up  I  gets  and  chases 
him  and  jist  down  by  the  station  I  over- 
takes him  and  grabs  him  by  the  collar,  and 
who  do  you  think  it  was?" 

^^I  couldn't  guess  in  a  thousand  years," 
confessed  the  boy. 

Adam  West  threw  back  the  lapels  of  his 
coat  and  squared  his  shoulders  with  the  air 
of  one  who  is  about  to  make  a  dramatic 
announcement. 

"It  was  Ben  Beck,  that  fake  halfback 
you  boys  chased  out  of  town." 

Benson's  face  revealed  his  emotions. 

'^I  thought  as  much,"  he  declared.  '^I 
thought  it  all  along.  But  you  sure  were 
lucky  to  catch  him.  I  suppose  you  have 
him  locked  up  in  the  county  jail?" 

"Nope." 

"What!''Cexclaimed  the  boy,  "you  don't 
mean  to  say  that  he  got  away  from  you?" 

"Not  much.    I  jist  naturally  let  him  go." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

"Simply  that  I  was  usin'  what  the  big 
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guns  call  strategy;  but  what  I  call  com- 
mon sense/' 

'^Go  on — go  on/'  blurted  the  boy,  'Hell 
me  what  you  are  driving  at?'' 

"Well,  it's  jist  this,"  explained  the  old 
man,^''when  that  boy  first  saw  me  I  was 
about  as  welcome  as  water  in  your  shoes. 
He  tried  to  pull  away  and  when  he  failed 
he  was  as  surly  as  a  butcher's  dog,  and 
then  suddenly  his  whole  manner  changed 
and  he  wanted  to  know  if  I'd  let  him  go 
if  he  squealed  on  the  other  fellow." 

''What  did  you  say?"  asked  Bobby. 

"I  jist  took  a  chance  and  said  yes. 
Then  he  goes  on  and  tells  me  all  about  the 
stealin'  oJ  -.chose  plans.  He  said  that  both 
expected  to  get  a  big  diwy  out  of  it,  but 
at  the  last  minute  Tom  Watson  got  cold 
feet.  He  realized  that  the  automobile  con- 
cern he  was  workin'  for  wouldn't  have  the 
nerve  to  take  them  original  plans.  It 
would  be  too  much  and  might  mean  a  term 
in  the  penitentiary  for  someone,  but  he 
figures  it  out  that  if  they  could  get  a 
duplicate  set  they  would  grab  them  all 
right  and  pay  weU  for  them  in  the  bargain. 
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Then  they  could  say  that  they  never 
stole  the  invention  belonging  to  Tiberius 
Brown/' 

Benson  scratched  his  head  in  a  perplexed 
way. 

"That's  all  right,  but  what  made  Ben 
Beck  tell  all  this  to  you?'' 

"Why,  he  squealed  because  he'd  had  a 
fight  with  his  pal.  Watson  arranges  to 
meet  with  a  draftsman  at  Hedgewater  for 
the  purpose  of  copyin'  the  plans.  After 
that  he  insists  on  the  kid — ^that's  Ben  Beck 
— ^takin'  the  original  plans  and  puttin'  them 
back  in  the  desk  of  Tiberius  Brown. 
That's  where  the  young  one  drew  the  line. 
He  refused  to  do  it  and  Watson  swore  he 
wouldn't  get  a  cent  of  the  swag." 

"But  why  did  you  let  him  go?"  persisted 
Bobby. 

"For  the  sake  of  gettin'  the  big  villain. 
Beck  told  me  the  place  where  Watson  was 
to  meet  the  draftsman  who  is  to  copy  the 
plans,  so  when  he  promised  to  help  me 
round  up  the  other  scamp,  I  jist  naturally 
let  him  go." 

Bobby  knitted  his  brows  thoughtfully. 
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^^I  suppose  it's  all  right,  but  when  is 
this  meeting  to  take  place?'' 

'^  Today.  That's  why  I  sent  for  you. 
Now  if  you're  willin' we'll  start  out  and  see  if 
we  can  recover  the  property  of  this  absent- 
minded  teacher  of  yours.     Will  you  go?" 

Bobby  stood  for  a  few  moments  looking 
at  the  venerable  one  very  thoughtfully. 

^^Yes,  but  do  you  think  this  fellow  Beck 
is  on  the  level?  Don't  you  think  he's 
used  you  for  an  easy  mark?" 

Adam's  eye-brows  bristled  with  indigna- 
tion and  when  he  spoke  there  was  a  trace 
of  asperity  in  his  voice. 

''See  here,  Bobby,  you  mustn't  think  I'm 
an  infant  in  arms.  I  know  that  I  made 
a  blamed  fool  of  myself  over  that  httle 
fortune  of  mine,  but  I  don't  expect  have  it 
cast  up  to  me  at  every  whip-stitch." 

Benson's  eyes  became  grave  and  his 
voice  was  softened. 

''Why,  Adam,  I  never  dreamt  of  hurting 
your  feelings.  I  wasn't  personal  at  all. 
I  was  speaking  in  a  general  way  and  won- 
dered if  this  felloV  had  tricked  you  as  he 
might  have  tricked  me  or  anyone  else/' 
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The  venerable  one  was  mollified.  His 
anger  disappeared  as  quickly  as  it  had 
come.     He  spoke  in  a  half-apologetic  tone. 

''No,  Bobby,  I  don't  think  he  fooled  me. 
It's  a  case  of  self-interest,  you  know,  and  a 
desire  to  get  even  with  his  old  pal." 

''How  do  you  expect  to  find  Beck?" 

"Oh,  he's  arranged  to  meet  me  at  the 
station.  I  think  we'll  find  him  waiting  for 
the  train  to  come  in." 

"I  hope  so,"  said  Bobby  with  a  glint  of 
mischief  in  his  big  brown  eyes,  "if  only  for 
the  sake  of  your  reputation  for  slirewdness. 
I'll  have  to  hurry  over  now  and  get  leave 
of  absence  for  the  day." 

"All  right,"  said  Adam,  "but  you  want 
to  be  as  quick  as  you  can.  I'll  wait  here 
and  talk  to  Mrs.  Bowen  while  you're 
gettin'  ready." 

Bobby  started  for  the  door  and  as  he 
passed  out  paused  to  say: 

"You  do  enjoy  a  chat,  don't  you, 
Adam?" 

The  janitor  smiled  and  stroked  his  beard 
with  that  endearing  caress. 

"Yep,"  he  said,  "it's  my  one  weakness 
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since  I  stopped  usin'  chairs  for  savin' 
banks.  They  say  that  great  talkers  are 
like  leaky  pitchers — ^they  keep  nothin^  to 
themselves.  Maybe  some  day  I'll  take  the 
pledge  and  stop  talkin'  so  much." 


CHAPTER  XVI 


AT  THE   BOURSE 


BENSON  returned  in  a  few  minutes 
smiling  radiantly. 
^^Have  you  been  excused?"  asked 
Adam. 

''Yes/'  said  the  boy,  "I  don't  have  to 
darken  the  halls  of  the  Bell  Haven  Acad- 
emy for  the  next  twenty-four  hours.'' 

The  janitor  already  had  his  hat  and  coat 
on  and  they  started  for  the  railway  station 
at  once.  They  reached  there  in  time  to 
catch  the  express  train  for  Hedgewater  and 
at  Adam's  suggestion  they  took  seats  in 
the  smoker,  where  the  venerable  one  lit 
his  pipe  and  indulged  in  the  luxury  of 
lazily  watching  the  impalpable  circles  eddy 
about  his  head.  He  looked  at  his  young 
companion  reflectively. 

''Don't  'spose  you  dally  with  the  weed, 
eh?" 

"No,"  said  the  boy.     "I  did  smoke,  but 
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I  cut  it  out  three  months  ago  when  we 
started  training  for  the  Bell  Haven 
Eleven." 

The  venerable  one  nodded  his  head 
approvingly. 

^^The  things  you  don't  do  vdU  never 
kill  you/'  he  commented  philosophically. 
'^It's  the  bad  habits  you  haven't  got  that 
do  you  the  least  harm." 

The  reference  to  smoking  was  the  thin 
edge  of  the  opening  which  led  to  a  general 
discussion  of  the  football  team.  Bobby 
was  very  enthusiastic  over  what  had  been 
accomplished  and  he  gave  a  history  of  the 
organization  in  great  detail,  concluding 
with  a  graphic  account  of  the  revolt  that 
had  been  nipped  in  the  bud  the  day  before 
by  Captain  Forbes. 

Adam  chuckled  as  he  listened  to  the 
narrative. 

^^I  alius  did  think  that  chap  had  the 
right  material  in  him/'  commented  the 
ancient  one.  ^^You  fellows  called  him  the 
Sleepin'  Beauty,  but  you  were  only  half 
right.  He  slept  when  he  felt  like  it,  but  he 
was  mighty  wide  awake  whenever  there 
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was  any  occasion  for  it.  I^m  certainly 
glad  to  know  that  he's  gettin'  on  so  well, 
but  I'm  surprised  at  Greely  and  the  other 
fellows  wantin'  to  go  on  strike.'' 

Benson  laughed  lightly. 

'^Oh,  well/'  he  said,  ^'you  know  the  old 
proverb,  'Boys  will  be  boys.'  " 

''Yes,"  agreed  Adam,  "and  they'll  be 
men  too,  if  they're  patient  and  wait  till 
they  grow  up.' 

All  this  while  they  were  speeding  towards 
Hedgewater,  and  the  boy,  who  was  filled 
with  the  spirit  of  adventure,  wondered 
what  might  befall  them  at  the  other  end  of 
the  line. 

"I'm  certainly  glad  you  sent  for  me, 
Adam,"  he  confided,  "and  I'm  sorry  I 
didn't  see  you  the  night  this  thing  hap- 
pened." 

"If  you  had,"  chuckled  the  venerable 
one,  "you  might  have  learned  somethin' 
to  your  advantage.  If  you  want  good 
advice,  always  consult  an  old  man." 

"I  guess  you're  right,  but  how  in  the 
world  did  that  Ben  Beck  ever  come  to 
confide  in  you?" 
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' ^  Revenge, ' '  was  the  cahn  reply.  ' '  That's 
the  motive  that  animates  a  whole  lot  of 
people  in  this  world — ^the  desire  to  get  even 
with  the  other  fellow/' 

^'Well,  goodness  knows/'  commented  the 
boy,  '^he  talked  a  lot.  He  told  you  enough 
to  send  himself  to  the  penitentiary." 

Something  hke  a  gurgle  came  from  the 
throat  of  Adam  West  as  he  replied: 

^'Well,  son,  Beck's  not  the  first  man 
that's  cut  his  throat  with  his  tongue." 

When  they  alighted  from  the  train  a  few 
minutes  later  the  first  person  to  greet  them 
on  the  station  platform  was  the  substitute 
halfback.  The  sight  of  the  rascal  filled 
Benson  with  righteous  indignation,  but  he 
knew  that  he  would  have  to  control  his 
feeUngs  for  the  sake  of  Tiberius  Brown; 
hence  when  Beck  came  forward  to  speak 
to  them,  Bobby  made  a  fairly  successful 
attempt  at  sociability. 

'^I've  been  spotting  Watson  ever  since 
I  left  you,"  the  youth  said  hoarsely,  ^'and 
I  think  we've  got  him  just  where  we  want 
him." 

^^Glad    to   hear    it,"    was    the    cheerful 
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response.  ^^Now  where  shall  we  find  him 
this  morning?" 

Beck  looked  at  the  old  man  with  just  the 
faintest  trace  of  suspicion  in  his  shifty  eyes. 

'^I  know  where  he  is,  all  right,  but  I 
want  you  to  put  me  right  in  this  business. 
I  ain't  going  to  get  cold  feet,  but  you 
mustn't  let  the  cops  get  me.'' 

^^  You  have  my  promise,"  said  the  janitor 
with  dignity. 

^'Very  well,  then,"  said  the  other  more 
briskly,  ^^if  you'll  go  along  with  me,  I'll 
put  you  wise." 

'^ Where  do  we  go?"  asked  Bobby. 

'^To  the  Bourse.  He's  got  an  engage- 
ment there  with  the  fellow  that's  promised 
to  copy  the  plans." 

^^I  don't  understand  this  ring-a,round-a- 
rosy  business,"  protested  the  boy,  wrin- 
kling his  brow. 

''It's  plain  enough  to  me,"  explained 
Adam.  ''This  here  corporation's  one  of 
the  slick  kind — ^they  want  to  git  somethin' 
for  nothin',  but  there  isn't  a  man  in  the 
bunch  that  would  risk  his  reputation  or  his 
liberty  in  trying  to  get  away  with  a  trick. 
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They're  willin'  to  use  cat's  paws  though, 
and  this  is  jist  a  case  of  that  kind.  Wat- 
son knows  'em  hke  a  book  and  if  he  goes 
in  there  with  a  copy  of  the  plans,  they'll 
give  him  enough  money  to  keep  him  in 
luxury  and  bad  whiskey  for  the  next  twelve 
months." 

Bobby  nodded. 

''I  begin  to  see  a  light,"  he  said. 
*^  They're  perfectly  respectable,  but  they 
don't  mind  turning  sharp  corners." 

'^Gee,  but  you  fellows  are  doin'  a  lot  of 
gasin',"  interjected  Ben  Beck  with  a  dis- 
approving look  at  the  man  and  the  boy, 
^'but  you  don't  seem  to  be  thinkin'  much 
about  me.  If  I'm  pinched  it'll  be  good- 
night." 

^^A  bad  day  never  did  make  a  good 
night,"  was  the  enigmatic  comment  of  the 
janitor. 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  a  large 
square  building  in  the  heart  of  the  business 
district.  Large  letters  over  the  main 
entrance  informed  the  passers-by  that  it 
was  the  Bourse — the  center  of  the  com- 
mercial as  well  as  the  professional  interests 
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of  the  community.  They  took  an  elevator 
and  were  swiftly  shot  up  to  the  top  floor 
of  the  building.  They  walked  along  the 
corridor  and  presently  came  to  an  office  on 
whose  door  was  inscribed  the  name  of  a 
draftsman.    Ben  Beck  pulled  out  his  watch. 

'^What  time  have  you  got?"  asked 
Bobby. 

''It's  exactly  three  minutes  of  ten/'  he 
half  whispered,  ''and  Watson's  due  here  at 
about  ten  o'clock." 

"Let's  get  in  some  place  where  we  can 
watch  this  door  without  being  seen,"  sug- 
gested Benson. 

f  "That's  a  good  idea,  Bobby,"  agreed 
Adam. 

They  found  an  alcove  in  a  corner  behind 
the  elevator  shaft.  It  commanded  a  clear 
view  of  the  draftsman's  door.  They  stood 
in  this  place  for  some  minutes,  watching 
and  waiting.  Presently  the  elevator  shot 
up  on  one  of  its  never-ending  trips  and  a 
heavy- jowled  man  alighted.  They  strained 
their  necks  to  get  a  view  of  him. 

"It's  Watson,"  whispered  Benson 
huskily. 
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The  substitute  coach  looked  about  him 
nervously  and  seeing  no  one  in  sight, 
hurried  over  to  the  door  of  the  draftsman's 
office  and  turning  the  knob,  walked  in. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


ADAM   PLAYS   SAFE 


THE  expected  had  happened  and  the 
three  watchers  behind  the  elevator 
shaft  could  scarcely  keep  still.  If 
anything,  Adam  was  more  excited  than 
either  of  the  others.  He  turned  to  Benson 
with  almost  feverish  anxiety  and  exclaimed: 

^^Now  if  you  two  will  just  stay  here, 
I'U  go  in  and  nab  Watson  and  well  take 
him  to  the  lock-up." 

Both  the  boys  frowned  at  this  suggestion, 
but  it  was  Benson  who  put  their  objection 
into  words. 

^^Youll  spoil  the  whole  business  if  you 
go  off  half-cocked.  YouVe  got  to  be  as 
cimning  as  a  rat  to  catch  that  fellow  and 
if  you'd  break  in  there  now,  you  might  not 
be  able  to  get  a  bit  of  evidence  and  he'd 
have  the  laugh  on  us." 

'^Yes,"  chimed  in  Beck,  ^^and  if  the  old 
gentleman  is  going  to  put  out  that  sort  of 
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hot  air,  I'll  jack  up  the  job  here  and 
now." 

Adam  threw  up  both  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  dismay. 

^^The  noes  have  it  and  my  motion  is 
unanimously  defeated.  I'll  have  to  put 
myseK  in  the  class  with  the  little  boys  who 
should  be  seen  and  not  heard.'' 

Benson  and  Beck  apparently  did  not 
hear  this  remark.  They  were  intently 
watching  the  door  of  the  draftsman's  office 
and  they  were  each  wondering  in  their 
own  way  what  was  going  on  in  the  apart- 
ment. 

'^I  guess  the  only  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
wait,"  whispered  the  former  halfback. 

^^H'm,  h'm,"  agreed  the  other,  ''we'll 
have  to  be  guided  by  circumstances." 

The  minutes  passed  very  slowly,  but 
still  Watson  did  not  reappear.  It  was 
tedious  watching,  standing  there,  Micawber- 
like,  waiting  for  ''something  to  turn  up." 
After  fifteen  minutes  had  gone  by  they 
looked  around  and  found  that  Adam  was 
missing.  Before  they  had  a  chance  to 
express  their  surprise,  however,  the  vener- 


192  The  BeU  Haven  Eleven 

able  one  returned.  Bobby  turned  to  him 
in  his  quick,  impulsive  way. 

'^Adam/'  he  said,  'Vhat  do  you  think 
we  ought  to  do  about  this  thing?'' 

Instead  of  replying,  the  janitor  turned 
around  imtil  his  broad  back  faced  the  two 
young  men.  Puzzled  at  this  strange  action, 
they  noticed  presently  that  Adam  had  a 
string  around  his  neck  and  after  that  they 
saw  suspended  from  the  string  a  card  on 
which  was  scribbled: 

^^I  am  deaf  J  dumb  and  blind  J^ 

At  first  they  did  not  know  what  to  make 
of  this  curious  device,  but  suddenly  its 
meaning  flashed  on  Bobby  Benson.  Adam's 
suggestion  of  arresting  Watson  had  been 
received  with  such  violent  disfavor  that 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  offer  any 
further  advice,  and  had  taken  this  unusual 
manner  of  conveying  that  fact  to  the  boys. 
Bobby  burst  into  a  loud  roar  of  laughter  in 
which  the  janitor  joined. 

'^It's  all  right,"  said  the  boy,  **no  one 
can  say  after  this  that  you  haven't  got  a 
sense  of  humor,  but  I  don't  know  why  in 
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the  world  you  should  be  so  thm-skinned. 
Now  what  have  you  got  to  say  for  your- 
seK?" 

The  janitor  mutely  shook  his  head  and 
pointed  to  his  closed  lips  to  signify  his 
intention  of  remaining  silent. 

'^Oh,  now/^  cried  Bobby  pleadingly,  ^Ve 
don^t  want  you  to  treat  us  in  that  style. 
We  want  you  to  help  us/' 

''Sure  we  do/'  chimed  in  Beck,  ''and  if 
you  don't  take  off  that  sign  and  act  as  if 
youVe  got  some  sense.  111  chuck  the  job 
anyhow." 

While  they  were  talking  the  door  of  the 
draftsman's  office  opened  and  Tom  Watson 
slipped  out  just  in  time  to  catch  the 
elevator.  Adam  laughingly  tore  the  card 
from  around  his  neck  and  tossed  it  on  the 
floor. 

"If  I  must  speak,  it  will  be  to  remind 
you  that  the  man  you  have  been  waitin' 
for  has  jist  gone  dow^n-stairs." 

The  boys,  whose  backs  had  been  turned 
to  the  elevator,  had  not  seen  the  coach 
come  from  the  office  and  at  Adam's  words 
they  made  a  break  as  if  to  follow  him. 

13 
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'^No  use  doin^  that/^  interposed  the 
venerable  one.  ^^111  bet  anythmg  that 
he'll  be  back.  Beck,  you  jist  go  over  there 
and  casually  ask  that  draftsman  if  he 
expects  your  handsome  friend  to  return 
today.'' 

Beck  followed  instructions.  When  he 
rejoined  the  others  a  minute  or  two  later, 
he  said: 

^'Yes;  you're  right.  He's  to  come  back 
about  three  o'clock  this  afternoon." 

Adam  rubbed  his  hands  to  express  the 
satisfaction  he  felt. 

'^Now  things  are  shapin'  themselves  up 
jist  as  we  want  them.  We'll  go  out  and 
get  a  bite  to  eat  and  we'll  come  back  this 
afternoon  and  when  we  do,  we'll  bring 
with  us  a  man  from  the  detective  bureau." 

^^Is  that  necessary?"  asked  Beck  anx- 
iously. 

^^  You  bet  it  is.  Watson's  a  distinguished 
citizen  and  he's  got  to  be  treated  with 
ceremony.  We'll  have  a  reception  com- 
mittee to  meet  him  and  offer  him  the 
freedom  of  the  city  or  somethin'  like  that." 

Laughingly  they  made  their  way  to  the 
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street  and  entered  a  modest  restaurant 
where  they  had  a  satisfactory  luncheon. 
After  that  they  called  at  the  City  Hall  and 
explained  their  case  to  the  chief  of  detec- 
tives. He  immediately  assigned  a  mem- 
ber of  his  staff  to  the  job. 

'^  Here's  Mr.  Harry  Bright/'  he  said 
presenting  an  under-sized  man  with  a 
smooth-shaven  face  and  a  shrewd  pair  of 
eyes,  ''hell  be  at  your  disposal  for  the 
rest  of  the  afternoon.'' 

It  was  long  before  two  o'clock  before 
they  returned  to  the  Bourse  Building. 
They  quietly  stationed  themselves  in  the 
rear  of  the  elevator  shaft,  where,  as  in  the 
morning,  they  commanded  a  view  of  the 
entrance  to  the  draftsman's  room.  Detec- 
tive Bright  complimented  them  upon  this 
arrangement,  saying  that  if  they  had  been 
professionals  this  method  of  observation 
could  not  have  been  improved  upon. 

"I'd  hke  to  know,  though,"  he  said 
musingly,  ''just  who's  in  the  room  now  and 
what's  going  on." 

As  he  said  this  one  of  the  assistant  jani- 
tors employed  in  the  building  came  saun- 
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tering  along.  The  man  wore  a  cap,  on 
which  was  pinned  a  badge  with  his  designa- 
tion, and  he  carried  a  short  ladder  such  as 
are  u^ed  for  window  cleaning  in  sky  scrap- 
ers. The  sight  of  this  person  seemed  like 
an  inspiration  to  Adam  West.  He  walked 
over  to  him. 

''My  friend,"  he  said  with  a  smile, 
''you^ll  let  me  have  that  hat  and  that 
ladder  for  a  minute,  won't  you?'' 

The  man  stared  at  him  in  a  vacant,  list- 
less sort  of  way. 

''Stop  yer  kiddinV'  be  said  finally. 

"I'll  only  keep  them  a  minute,"  pleaded 
the  venerable  one.  '^I  want  to  have  a 
little  fun  with  a  friend  of  mine  in  that 
room  over  there." 

The  stoUd  looking  one  shook  his  head. 

"Nothin'  doin',"  he  said.  "I  don't 
know  ye,  I  never  saw  ye  before,  and  I 
don't  know  what  yer  game  may  be." 

At  this  point  in  the  dialogue  the  detec- 
tive stepped  forward  and  smiled  at  the  man 
famiUarly. 

,  "It's  all  right.  Brown,"  he  said,  "he 
won't  do  any  harm.     I'll  vouch  for  him." 
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Grinningly  the  man  gave  up  his  cap, 
blue  blouse  and  ladder  to  Adam  West,  who 
grabbed  them  eagerly  and  in  a  few  minutes 
succeeded  in  making  himself  look  hke  a 
genuine  assistant  janitor  of  a  modern  office 
building.  The  others  broke  into  a  roar  of 
laughter  when  they  gazed  at  the  white- 
haired  and  silver-bearded  one,  but  ignoring 
them  he  walked  over  to  the  draftsman's 
office  and  stepped  in  without  any  cere- 
mony. A  short,  thin  man  with  an  eye- 
shade  fastened  across  his  forehead  was 
standing  beside  the  window,  industriously 
working  away  at  a  blue-print.  He  turned 
around  as  the  make-believe  janitor  came  in. 

'^What  do  you  want  here?^'  he  exclaimed 
crossly.  ^^  Can't  a  man  do  his  work  with- 
out being  constantly  interrupted?'' 

^'Beg  pardon,"  said  Adam  with  mock 
humility,  ^'but  I  had  to  come  around  to 
see  if  the  windows  needed  attention." 

''Well,  they  don't,"  snarled  the  other, 
''and  even  if  they  did  I  don't  propose  to 
have  you  fooling  around  here  now." 

"All  right,  all  right,"  was  the  agreeable 
response.     "It's  not  for  the  likes  of  me  to 
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stop  a  man  from  workin'.  I'll  gather  up 
my  stuff  and  leave  you  to  yourseff." 

As  he  spoke  he  managed  to  get  behind 
the  short  draftsman  and  to  steal  a  glance 
at  the  papers  on  the  drawing  board.  It 
was  as  he  supposed.  The  man  was  engaged 
in  making  a  copy  of  the  plans  belonging  to 
Tiberius  Brown.  That  was  enough  for 
Adam.  He  marched  noisily  out  of  the 
room  and  as  he  reached  the  door  called 
back: 

''I'm  going,  boss.'' 

''Go/'  shouted  the  other,  "and  good 
riddance  to  you.'' 

The  Uttle  group  behind  the  elevator 
received  their  ally  with  every  evidence  of 
enthusiasm  and  after  the  real  assistant 
janitor  had  recovered  his  hat,  blouse  and 
ladder  and  had  gone  his  way  with  a  fifty- 
cent  tip  to  soothe  his  ruffled  feelings,  Ben- 
son turned  to  Adam  with  unrestrained 
eagerness. 

"What  luck?"  he  cried. 

"The  very  best,"  answered  Adam. 
"He's  workin'  on  the  plans  mow  and  they're 
nearly  finished." 
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Detective  Bright  pulled  out  an  immense 
gold  watch  and  opening  it  looked  at  the 
time. 

^^One  minute  of  three/'  he  announced. 
''It^s  time  we  lined  up  the  committee  on 
reception  to  meet  Mr.  Tom  Watson." 

'^ Where  shall  we  meet  him?''  asked 
Bobby. 

^^In  the  draftsman's  room,"  was  the 
prompt  response.  ^^  We'll  go  over  there  at 
three  o'clock  and  we  want  him  to  under- 
stand that  he's  as  welcome  as  the  flowers 
that  bloom  in  the  spring." 

Ben  Beck  shrunk  back  while  this  con- 
versation was  going  on.  Now  that  the 
critical  point  had  been  reached,  his  courage 
seemed  to  be  oozing  out  of  his  finger  tips. 

^^Do  I  have  to  go,  too?"  he  asked  in  a 
half-whisper. 

'^Certainly,"  replied  the  detective,  'Hhe 
performance  wouldn't  be  complete  if  you 
weren't  there." 

Without  further  ado  the  party  walked 
over  to  the  room  and  marched  in  in  single 
file,  with  Detective  Bright  at  their  head. 
The  draftsman,  who  was  putting  the  finish- 
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ing  touches  to  the  paper  in  front  of  him, 
looked  up  in  amazement. 

'^What's  the  meaning  of  this?^^  he  de- 
manded crossly. 

The  detective  threw  open  the  lapel  of 
his  coat  and  displayed  a  shining  silver  star. 

^^I'm  a  detective/'  he  said,  '^and  weVe 
been  sent  here  to  grab  a  crook  that  you're 
waiting  to  see.  You're  to  go  ahead  and  do 
business  with  him.  as  though  nothing  had 
happened.  I'm  taking  it  for  granted  that 
you're  perfectly  straight  yourseK  and  that 
you're  willing  to  assist  the  police  author- 
ities." 

The  man's  face  had  become  the  color  of 
chalk  and  he  spoke  in  trembling  tones. 

^^I  assure  you  that  I'm  perfectly  straight 
and  I'll  do  whatever  you  wish." 

"All  right,"  said  Bright  crisply,  "hide 
us." 

The  draftsman  looked  around  the  room 
for  a  convenient  place  and  his  eyes  alighted 
on  a  highly  decorated  Japanese  screen. 
He  pointed  to  it. 

"That's  the  place.  Get  back  of  that 
thing." 
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They  had  scarcely  been  hidden  from 
sight  when  the  door  opened  and  Tom 
Watson  walked  in.  He  was  the  same 
undersized  man  with  the  black  mustache 
and  heavy  jowls  that  had  first  greeted  the 
boys  on  the  Bell  Haven  football  field.  The 
tam-o'-shanter  cap,  the  yellow  sweater, 
striped  trousers  and  russet  shoes  were 
absent,  however,  and  in  their  place  he  wore 
a  black  derby  hat,  a  gray  suit  and  black 
shoes.  He  had  the  same  air  of  aggressive- 
ness that  had  instinctively  put  most  of  the 
boys  on  the  defensive. 

^^Well,''  he  cried  to  the  draftsman  with- 
out any  preliminaries,  ^^  let's  have  those 
plans.'' 

The  man's  hands  trembled  as  he  picked 
up  the  papers  and  handed  them  to  his 
visitor. 

'^Here  they  are,"  he  said  huskily.  '^I 
suppose  they  really  belong  to  you?" 

^^Who  else  would  they  belong  to?" 
snapped  the  other. 

As  he  spoke  there  was  a  movement  on 
the  other  side  of  the  room  and  the  big 
Japanese  screen  fell  to  the  floor  with  a 
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crash.  Tom  Watson  started  back,  but 
before  he  could  reach  the  door,  Adam  West 
and  Bobby  Benson  had  intercepted  him. 
He  turned  to  go  in  the  other  direction  and 
ran  into  the  outstretched  hands  of  Detec- 
tive Bright. 

^^ Welcome  to  our  city/'  mimicked  the 
officer  of  the  law. 

Brought  to  bay,  the  crooked  trainer 
opened  his  mouth  and  displayed  his  wolfish 
teeth — teeth  that  gave  him  the  most  for- 
bidding look.  He  glanced  around  the 
room  with  a  sneer  until  his  glance  happened 
to  fall  on  Ben  Beck  and  then  his  jaws 
dropped  and  his  face  took  on  a  pasty  color. 

^^ What's  the  charge,"  he  cried  with  a 
feeble  attempt  at  defiance. 

'^The  charge,''  said  Detective  Bright, 
^'is  Ukely  to  be  conspiracy  with  attempt  to 
defraud." 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


A   NEW   SOLOMON 


TIBERIUS  BROWN  was  blissfully 
happy  over  the  recovery  of  the 
plans  for  his  patent.  He  was  grate- 
ful to  both  Bobby  Benson  and  Adam  West 
— so  grateful,  in  fact,  that  he  was  totally 
at  a  loss  how  to  express  himseK.  He  made 
no  pretense  about  his  feelings  toward  the 
boy.  He  hugged  him  hysterically  and 
made  some  altogether  incoherent  and  ir- 
relevant remarks  about  what  a  blessing  it 
was  to  have  a  pupil  who  nearly  always 
knew  his  lessons.  The  professor  had  pre- 
pared a  carefully  worded  speech  which  he 
proposed  to  deUver  as  soon  as  he  met 
Adam.  But  when  the  janitor  appeared, 
the  absent-minded  one  promptly  forgot  his 
oration  and  contented  himseM  by  shaking 
the  hand  of  his  benefactor,  expressing  the 
hope  that  he  was  quite  well.  Both  the 
man  and   the  boy  understood  and  were 
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satisfied.  They  took  the  deed  for  the  word 
and  were  exceedingly  happy  over  what 
they  had  been  able  to  do  for  the  professor. 

Dr.  Maury,  however,  realized  that  it  was 
time  for  some  one  to  take  the  child-like 
teacher  in  hand.  He  had  examined  the 
patent  and  was  sure  it  was  valuable,  but 
he  knew  that  it  would  have  to  be  managed 
in  an  entirely  practical  manner.  Tiberius 
Brown  had  reached  a  critical  stage  in  his 
long  and  heretofore  uneventful  life  and 
upon  the  way  that  crisis  was  met  might 
depend  his  whole  future.  The  head  of  the 
Bell  Haven  Academy  was  a  sane  and 
sensible  man.  He  knew  the  world  and  was 
not  carried  away  by  the  beautiful  theories 
that  sometimes  take  possession  of  those 
who  do  nothing  but  teach  for  a  living. 
The  problem  was  how  to  take  care  of 
Tiberius  by  realizing  as  much  as  possible 
from  the  patent. 

He  thought  this  over  from  every  possible 
angle  and  at  length  came  to  the  wise  deci- 
sion that  what  the  professor  needed  most 
of  all  at  that  stage  of  the  business  was 
a  first-class  patent  lawyer.      Instantly  he 
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thought  of  General  James,  who  was  his  old 
friend  as  well  as  a  friend  of  the  school,  and 
he  sat  down  and  wrote  him  a  long  letter, 
giving  him  all  of  the  details  and  concluding 
by  asking  him  to  advise  Tiberius  in  this 
all-important  matter.  The  letter  was 
mailed  on  the  day  the  plans  were  recovered 
and  an  early  answer  was  requested. 

Tiberius  continued  to  teach,  but  he  grew 
more  absent-minded  day  by  day.  It  was 
evident  that  his  mind  was  on  his  invention 
and  as  a  result  of  this  the  boys  in  his 
class  did  not  find  the  disciphne  very  exact- 
ing. The  professor  covered  his  work  con- 
scientiously enough,  but  his  mind  w^as 
manifestly  elsewhere.  In  the  school  room 
he  was  constantly  looking  for  his  spectacles 
and  just  as  regularly  finding  them  shoved 
up  on  the  top  of  his  head.  Outside  he  was 
in  a  perpetual  worry  over  his  umbrella, 
which  was  always  being  mislaid.  Some  of 
the  boys  showed  a  disposition  to  poke  fun 
at  their  teacher,  but  Pinky  Palmer  and 
Bobby  Benson  resented  this  so  forcibly  that 
the  young  humorists  quickly  promised  never 
to  do  it  again. 
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On  the  second  day  after  the  communica- 
tion had  been  sent  by  Dr.  Maury  to  Gen- 
eral James,  Tiberius  Brown  received  two 
large,  official-looking  envelopes.  The  first 
one  was  a  letter  from  Franklin  Barlow, 
representing  the  Syndicate  Motor  Com- 
pany and  asking  the  privilege  of  an  inter- 
vievf  for  making  terms  regarding  the  patent. 
The  WTiter  jokingly  referred  to  his  former 
visit  and  expressed  the  hope  that  his  forth- 
coming visit  might  be  productive  of  results 
to  both  sides. 

The  second  letter  was  sent  by  Charles 
Craine,  vice-president  of  the  Equitable 
Automobile  Company.  It  was  courteous 
and  dignified  in  tone  and  said  that  the 
company  desired  to  enter  into  negotiations, 
with  an  idea  of  securing  the  exclusive  right 
of  selling  the  proposed  contrivance  for  auto- 
mobiles. It  concluded  by  saying  that  if 
for  any  reason  Mr.  Tiberius  Brown  had 
made  any  other  arrangements,  the  writer 
would  be  glad  to  be  informed  of  that  fact. 

The  professor  read  both  of  these  com- 
munications twice  with  great  care  and  then 
scratched  the  top  of  his  head  with  a  ruler 
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in  a  way  that  suggested  perplexity  and 
perturbed  spirits.  He  carefully  put  the 
letters  into  his  pocket  and  at  intervals 
during  the  morning  pulled  them  out  as  if 
he  hoped  by  repeated  perusals  to  find 
something  that  he  might  have  overlooked 
at  the  first  reading.  During  the  noon 
recess  he  walked  over  to  Dr.  Maury's 
office  and  displayed  the  letters  to  the 
principal. 

*^I'd  like  you  to  glance  over  these  com- 
munications, if  you  can  spare  the  time," 
he  said. 

The  principal  read  the  letters  and  nodded 
understandingly. 

^^What  surprises  me,"  insisted  Tiberius, 
^'is  how  these  people  came  to  know  about 
my  invention." 

Dr.  Maury  smiled  at  the  guilelessness  of 
the  man  who  stood  before  him. 

'^Why,  I  understand  that  this  man  Bar- 
low was  here  some  days  ago  and  made  you 
an  offer  for  your  patent." 

The  professor  wrinkled  up  his  forehead 
in  an  attempt  to  concentrate  his  thoughts. 

^^So  he  did — so  he  did — a,  clever,  good- 
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natured  fellow.  I'd  forgotten  all  about 
him,  but  how  did  the  other  concern  hear  of 
this?'' 

The  twisted  smile  that  appeared  on  the 
principal's  face  could  not  be  entirely  con- 
cealed. 

"My  dear  sir,"  he  said  very  patiently, 
"don't  you  know  that  the  newspapers  have 
been  full  of  the  attempt  that  was  made  to 
steal  your  plans?" 

"Bless  my  soul/'  he  ejaculated,  "I  never 
knew  a  thing  about  that,  but  you  under- 
stand, Doctor,  that  I  never  read  the  news- 
papers— ^at  least  not  every  day.  I  find 
them  entirely  too  frivolous." 

The  principal  nodded  his  head  and  gazed 
thoughtfully  at  his  assistant. 

"Quite  true,"  he  said  with  just  the 
faintest  trace  of  mockery  around  the  cor- 
ners of  his  well-shaven  lips.  "I'd  forgotten 
that  you  hadn't  read  anything  later 
than  the  account  of  the  creation  of  the 
world." 

"Oh,  dear  me,"  protested  the  professor, 
"I  assure  you  that  I  have  come  down  a 
great  deal  later  than  that." 
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''Very  well/'  laughed  the  doctor;  ''but 
what  do  you  want  to  see  me  about?'' 

Tiberius  carefully  adjusted  his  glasses  on 
the  bridge  of  his  prominent  nose. 

"I'd  like  to  know  what  I  ought  to  do 
about  these  letters?" 

Dr.  Maury  was  silent  for  a  few  moments, 
tearing  up  a  blotter  into  small  pieces  as  he 
thought  out  his  plan  of  action.  Presently 
he  spoke  and  told  Tiberius  of  the  letter  he 
had  written  to  General  James. 

"That  was  exceedingly  kind,  sir,  and 
when  do  you  think  you  will  hear  from  him?  " 

"I  don't  know,  but  in  view  of  these 
letters  I  think  I  will  telegraph  him  and  ask 
him  if  he  won't  come  down  here  on  Thurs- 
day. If  he  says  yes,  then  we  can  wire 
these  two  concerns  and  give  them  an 
appointment  for  the  same  day.  In  that 
way  we  can  close  out  the  thing  in  a  prompt 
and  business-like  manner." 

Tiberius  was  beaming. 

"I'm  sure  that  I'm  very  grateful  to  you, 
sir,  and  can  only  ask  your  pardon  for  dis- 
turbing you  on  a  private  matter  during 
school  hours." 

14 
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'' That's  all  right/'  was  the  reply.  ''Now 
you  go  back  to  your  class  and  see  if  you 
can  help  those  young  men  to  improve  their 
minds/' 

Two  hours  after  this  conversation,  a 
telegram  was  received  from  General  James, 
saying  that  he  would  be  glad  to  come  to 
Bell  Haven  on  Thursday  afternoon.  Upon 
receipt  of  this,  Dr.  Maury  sent  messages  to 
the  representatives  of  the  automobile  con- 
cerns, saying  that  Tiberius  would  meet 
them  at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  that 
General  James  was  expected. 

There  were  no  classes  on  the  day  which 
was  to  prove  so  eventful  to  the  veteran 
teacher.  General  James  was  the  first  to 
arrive  and  the  sight  of  his  tall,  erect, 
military-like  form  and  the  grasp  of  his 
strong  hand,  seemed  to  inspire  confidence 
in  both  the  principal  of  the  school  and  his 
assistant.  They  sat  around  the  desk  in  the 
president's  office  and  exchanged  reminis- 
cences of  old  days.    Finally  Dr.  Maury  said : 

''General,  is  there  anything  you  would 
like  to  know  about  this  business  before 
those  two  men  arrive?" 
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The  soldier-lawyer  shook  his  head. 

'^Not  at  all.  I  think  I  have  a  pretty 
good  grasp  on  the  whole  business.  We'll 
sit  here  and  listen  to  any  offer  they  desire 
to  make  and  if  a  good  one  is  made,  I'll 
advise  the  professor  to  accept  it.'' 

While  they  w^ere  talking  the  throbbing  of 
an  automobile  was  heard  in  the  front  of  the 
building  and  the  next  moment  a  cheery 
looking  individual  in  a  great  fur  coat  and 
cap  and  wearing  automobile  goggles  burst 
into  the  room. 

'^ Hello,  everybody;  here  I  am,"  he  cried, 
"and  ready  to  get  down  to  business  at  the 
drop  of  the  hat." 

It  was  Franklin  Barlow,  the  representa- 
tive of  the  Syndicate  Motor  Company  who 
had  made  the  unsuccessful  attempt  to  buy 
the  patent  from  Tiberius  Brown.  His 
laughing  eyes,  complacent  manner  and  the 
diffidence  with  which  he  stroked  his  big, 
brown  mustache  made  an  agreeable  impres- 
sion upon  the  other  three  men.  General 
James,  who  was  familiar  with  the  attempt 
to  steal  the  plans,  could  scarcely  believe 
that  a  man  of  this  kind  could  have  been 
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involved  in  such  a  disreputable  business. 
At  all  events,  he  made  no  allusion  to  it, 
but  said  in  his  professional  way: 

'^Now,  Mr.  Barlow,  the  professor  is  will- 
ing to  receive  a  definite  offer  from  your 
company  for  the  right  to  use  this  invention 
upon  automobiles/' 

^^Well,''  was  the  laughing  retort,  ^'IVe 
come  down  here  for  that  very  purpose  and 
there's  no  reason  in  the  world  why  we 
can't  close  this  thing  out  in  three  shakes 
of  a  lamb's  tail." 

General  James  smiled. 

^^Very  good.  Now  make  your  offer  and 
please  make  a  definite  one,  because  we  have 
no  desire  to  haggle  or  beat  around  the 
bush." 

^^  You've  got  my  number,"  was  the  quick 
response.  ^^I'm  here  to  say  that  our  com- 
pany will  take  that  patent  and  pay  this  old 
gentleman  a  royalty  of  twenty-five  dollars 
on  every  one  we  sell.  How  does  that 
strike  you?" 

''That  sounds  very  fair.  It  should  prove 
very  good  for  the  professor  and  for  the 
company  that  gets  the  patent." 
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A  tap  on  the  door  interrupted  the  con- 
versation and  in  response  to  Dr.  Maury's 
"come  in''  a  smooth-faced  gentleman  wear- 
ing gold-rimmed  spectacles  entered.  He 
presented  himseK  as  Charles  Craine,  the 
vice-president  of  the  Equitable  Automo- 
bile Company.  He  said  that  he  had  called 
to  see  Tiberius  Brown  regarding  his  con- 
trivance for  automobiles.  Franklin  Bar- 
low was  plainly  disconcerted  over  the  new 
arrival,  but  after  introduction  had  been 
made  all  around  and  the  gentlemen  were 
seated,  General  James  told  the  new-comer 
all  that  had  taken  place. 

"Now/'  he  concluded,  "you  know  the 
offer  that  has  been  made  by  this  other 
firm.  Are  you  willing  to  pay  any  more  for 
the  rights  to  this  patent?" 

Mr.  Craine  was  thoughtful  and  silent. 
Just  as  the  others  were  wondering  when  he 
would^speak,  he  said  with  some  dehberation : 

"I  regret  to  say  that  we  cannot  con- 
sistently give  more  than  that  amount  of 
royalty  to  the  inventor.  It  is  worth  that, 
but  no  more,  and  it  would  be  unbusiness- 
like to  pay  a  higher  sum." 
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General  James  rubbed  his  hands  together 
as  a  method  of  expressing  the  satisfaction 
he  felt. 

'^  Just  so,"  he  said.  ''Now  the  situation 
is  exactly  as  I  would  wish  it.  I  believe  the 
offer  is  a  good  one,  but  it  is  up  to  our  old 
friend  here  to  say  who  shall  have  the  right 
to  handle  the  product  of  his  brain." 

Tiberius,  who  had  remained  silent  during 
the  conversation  between  the  others,  now 
arose  and  moved  around  the  room  in  an 
uneasy  way.  He  adjusted  and  readjusted 
his  spectacles  and  cleared  his  throat  once  or 
twice  as  if  preparing  to  deliver  one  of  his 
orations. 

''See  here,"  cried  Barlow,  losing  his 
pleasing  manners  and  speaking  quite  loudly, 
"there  isn't  any  question  to  settle.  I 
came  here  and  made  an  offer  in  good 
faith." 

"So  did  our  friend  from  the  Equitable," 
suggested  General  James  in  his  quiet  tone. 

"That's  true,  but  I  got  here  first  and 
it's  one  of  the  rules  of  business  that  first 
come  shall  be  first  served." 

"The  only  person   to   determine  this," 
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interrupted  Dr.  Maury  quietly,  ^^is  Tiberius 
Brown.  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  very 
embarrassing  to  have  to  choose  between 
two  identical  offers,  but  he  will  be  com- 
pelled to  do  so  just  the  same.'' 

The  professor  cleared  his  throat  for  the 
second  time  and  thrust  out  his  long  right 
arm  in  his  familiar  oratorical  manner. 

^^If  you'll  permit  me  to  speak,"  he  said 
with  evident  enjojonent,  '^I  would  like  to 
say  that  I  do  not  find  this  situation  in  the 
least  bit  embarrassing.  General  James 
makes  it  quite  clear  that  my  interests  are 
going  to  be  protected  and  I  find  that 
instinct  tells  me  what  to  do.  I  feel  that 
Mr.  Craine  will  do  the  right  thing  by  me. 
I  somehow  feel  that  the  concern  represented 
by  my  genial  friend  Barlow  would  not 
have  done  the  right  thing  by  me  if  they  had 
had  an  opportunity  of  doing  otherwise. 
Therefore,  I  accept  the  offer  made  by  the 
vice-president  of  the  Equitable  Automobile 
Company." 

Barlow  arose  and  ejaculated  something 
that  sounded  very  much  like  an  oath. 
Before  anyone  could  speak,  he  had  pulled 


216  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

his  fur  coat  about  him  and  bustled  out  of 
the  room.  Mr.  Craine,  in  the  meantime, 
had  risen  and  was  shaking  the  hand  of  the 
professor  and  thanking  him  for  the  con- 
fidence he  had  reposed  in  their  firm.  Gen- 
eral James  and  Dr.  Maury  were  chuckling 
and  smiling  at  one  another. 

''Doctor/'  said  the  General,  ''our  friend 
is  not  half  as  fooUsh  as  he  looks.'' 

"Foolish,"  retorted  the  head  of  the  Bell 
Haven  school,  '1  should  say  not.  That 
judgment  was  worthy  of  Solomon  himseK." 


CHAPTER  XIX 

THE   VALUE    OF    GREEK 

THE  Bell  Haven  Eleven  was  giving  a 
good  account  of  itself.  They  had 
met  Burlingham,  Grantville,  Raven- 
royd,  Williams  and  Cleverly  in  succession 
and  won  three  out  of  the  five  games. 
Everything  now  pointed  to  a  tie  between 
Bell  Haven  and  Burlingham,  with  the 
deciding  game  to  be  played  on  Thanks- 
giving afternoon. 

But  in  spite  of  the  splendid  playing  of 
the  team,  Captain  Forbes  was  beginning  to 
feel  dissatisfied  with  the  condition  of  his 
men.  There  was  a  wavering  in  the  game 
with  Cleverly  that  he  did  not  like.  The 
boys  worked  hard  enough,  but  they  seemed 
somehow  or  other  to  fall  doTvn  ever  so 
sHghtly  in  the  pinches,  which,  to  say  the 
least,  was  disconcerting.  They  seemed  to 
be  lacking  in  reserve  strength.  The  Sleep- 
ing Beauty  spoke  of  this  to  Mike  Murray, 
the  coach. 

(217) 
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^'Yes,  I  noticed  that  too/'  said  the 
veteran,  ^^and  the  reason  is  plain  enough — 
the  boys  are  going  stale." 

Forbes  looked  at  Murray  in  a  helpless 
sort  of  a  way. 

^^What  are  we  going  to  do  about  it?" 

'^Change  the  stitch/'  was  the  reply. 

^^I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  you  mean/' 
said  the  stout  boy  with  a  note  of  pathos  in 
his  voice.  ^' We're  trained  up  to  the 
minute  and  I'd  hate  to  give  the  boys  any 
more  work." 

'' That's  just  the  point/'  was  the  prompt 
retort;  ^ they've  been  worked  just  a  bit 
too  hard.  Now  you've  got  a  week  before 
the  big  game  and  I  suggest  that  you  put  in 
the  greater  part  of  that  time  loafing." 

"Loafing?"  echoed  Forbes. 

"Yes,  in  an  athletic  sense.  Cut  out  your 
practice  altogether  and  rest  up.  It  won't 
do  any  harm  to  take  a  long  walk  through 
the  woods  today,  but  don't  indulge  in  any 
violent  exercise." 

"And  you  think  that  will  bring  us  around 
again?" 

"I'm  sure   of   it — ^it's   simply  following 
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the  laws  of  nature.     It's  good  to  be  stren- 
uous, but  it's  also  good  to  relax.'' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  was  smiling  broadly 
now,  and  the  dimples  in  his  rosy  cheeks 
seemed  to  be  calling  attention  to  themselves. 

"Mike,"  he  said  in  the  familiar  manner 
which  the  youngsters  adopted  toward  the 
trainer,  "I  don't  know  what  in  the  world 
we  would  do  without  you.  I  v/as  half 
scared  to  death  over  the  fellows.  I  thought 
it  meant  a  slump,  but  you've  restored  my 
confidence  and  I  think  I'll  be  able  to  put 
some  ginger  into  them." 

"That's  what  I'm  here  for,"  remarked 
Murray  modestly. 

"Yes,"  agreed  Forbes,  "but  we  could 
never  get  any  one  to  take  your  place." 

"What's  the  matter  with  Tom  Watson?" 
asked  the  trainer  mischievously. 

The  young  captain  threw  up  his  hands  in 
a  gesture  of  horror. 

"Please  don't  mention  his  name — ^it's 
Uke  an  aw^ul  nightmare  to  me." 

Murray  laughed  with  evident  enjoyment. 
He  put  his  hands  on  the  boy's  shoulder 
affectionately. 
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''That's  all  right,  my  young  friend,  you 
mustn't  let  a  little  thing  like  that  trouble 
you.  We  all  have  to  live  and  learn  and 
the  most  valuable  knowledge  that  we  get 
in  this  world  is  the  kind  that  comes  from 
actual  experience/' 

Forbes  nodded  his  head  understand- 
ingly. 

''I'm  beginning  to  realize  that,  Mike. 
The  experiences  I've  had  at  Bell  Haven 
have  taught  me  a  thing  or  two  and  when  I 
leave  here,  I  feel  satisfied  I'm  going  to 
learn  a  great  deal  more." 

Early  that  afternoon  the  young  captain 
called  the  football  squad  together  and 
informed  them  that  the  regular  practice 
would  be  discontinued  for  the  greater  part 
of  the  coming  week  and  that  in  its  place  he 
proposed  to  substitute  lighter  forms  of 
exercise.  The  new  order  of  things,  he 
announced,  would  begin  at  once  with  a 
long  walk  through  the  country.  The  boys 
greeted  this  statement  with  every  sign  of 
satisfaction,  although  Pinky  Palmer  with 
his  everlasting  desire  for  hilarity,  insisted 
on  taking  it  as  a  good  joke. 
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"It  will  be  fine/'  he  agreed,  "if  you  will 
run  it  on  up-to-date  principles/' 

"What  do  you  mean?''  asked  Forbes. 

"Why,  I  think  the  proper  thing  to  do 
would  be  to  hire  one  of  those  sight-seeing 
wagons  and  then  take  Tiberius  Brown  along 
as  lecturer  to  explain  the  beauties  of  nature 
to  us." 

Forbes  laughed  at  the  red-haired  one, 
but  managed  to  extract  an  idea  from  his 
improvised  humor. 

"I  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  take 
Adam  West  along  with  us.  He's  been  a 
sort  of  fairy  god-father  to  the  team,  and  if 
you  fellows  don't  object,  I'll  invite  him  to 
be  our  chaperon." 

They  did  not  object;  on  the  contrary, 
they  received  the  suggestion  with  every 
evidence  of  hearty  approval.  It  was  two 
o'clock  when  they  started  on  the  walking 
trip  and  the  early  part  of  it  lay  along  the 
shores  of  the  beautiful  ArUngton  River. 
Most  of  the  boys  wore  sweaters  and  were 
otherwise  dressed  for  comfort  and  to  suit 
the  season.  They  moved  along  at  a  rapid 
gait,    walking   by   twos   and   threes,   and 
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before  they  had  gone  more  than  two  miles 
their  red  cheeks  and  dancing  eyes  demon- 
strated the  wisdom  of  the  change  that  had 
been  made  in  the  form  of  the  training. 

After  a  while  they  reached  the  woods, 
which  were  still  covered  in  many  places 
with  the  dead  autumn  leaves.  The  pine 
trees  expelled  a  fragance  that  was  agreeable 
as  well  as  health-giving  and  there  was  not 
a  boy  in  the  party  that  was  not  willing  to 
vote  the  outing  a  complete  success.  Forbes 
timed  the  trip  so  that  the  pedestrians  would 
be  likely  to  reach  home  before  dusk.  They 
moved  rapidly  most  of  the  time,  although 
he  made  no  attempt  to  drive  them  and  was 
content  to  have  them  go  along  by  fits  and 
starts.  In  this  way  the  afternoon  was  more 
of  a  diversion  than  a  task  and  the  boys 
felt  that  they  were  having  a  genuine  vaca- 
tion. There  was  much  good-natured  banter 
as  they  walked  through  the  woods. 

^^This  beats  sitting  in  a  stuffy  class-room, 
writing  themes  in  Greek  and  Latin, ^'  de- 
clared Pinky  Palmer  as  he  threw  out  his 
chest  and  drew  in  great  mouthfuls  of  the 
pure  air. 
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'*It  beats  Greek,"  admitted  Bobby  Ben- 
son, ^^but  I  must  say  our  Latin  is  soft 
enough  to  suit  the  laziest  boy  in  the  school." 

'^I  don't  think  it's  any  cinch,"  inter- 
jected Forbes. 

Pinky  grinned  from  ear  to  ear,  and  the 
freckles  on  his  sunny  face  seemed  to  add  to 
his  good  nature. 

^^Do  you  hear  that,  fellows?"  he  cried, 
pointing  to  Forbes.  '^Now  youVe  got  a 
formal  protest  from  the  laziest  boy  in  the 
school." 

^^See  here,  fellows,"  blurted  out  Forbes 
with  unexpected  feeling,  ^^cut  out  that 
stuff  about  the  lazy  business.  If  I  was  as 
sleepy  as  you  fellows  pretend  to  make  me, 
I  wouldn't  be  carrying  around  a  silver 
medal  for  proficiency  in  Greek." 

A  loud  and  general  laugh  greeted  this 
outburst.  Forbes  was  compelled  to  join 
in  the  merriment. 

^^  Greek's  no  good  anyhow,"  insisted 
Pinky,  ^^and  the  best  proof  of  it  is  that  a 
fellow  like  Forbsey  is  able  to  walk  off  with 
the  medal." 

'^I    think    it's    some    good,"    piped    up 
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Nelson  James  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes. 
''If  Forbsey  ever  gets  hard  up,  he  can  hock 
that  solid  silver  medal  and  tm'n  it  into 
real  money/' 

''Don't  talk  about  money/'  suggested 
Gordon  Greely,  ''we've  got  Adam  West 
along  with  us  today,  and  if  we  get  hard  up 
we  can  feel  sure  that  he'll  stake  any  one  of 
the  crowd." 

The  venerable  janitor,  who  was  moving 
along  quietly,  enjoying  the  walk  and  the 
banter  as  much  as  the  youngest  one  in  the 
crowd,  stroked  his  beard  reflectively  as  he 
said: 

"You're  mistaken  there,  boys.  I 
wouldn't  loan  any  of  you  money." 

"Why?"  asked  Bobby  Benson  with  sur- 
prise in  his  tone. 

"Simply  because  I  want  to  keep  your 
friendship  and  when  you  loan  money  to  a 
man  or  a  boy,  you  are  on  a  fair  way  to 
losing  him  as  a  friend." 

At  this  stage  of  the  journey  it  was 
suggested  that  the  members  of  the  party  sit 
do\\Ti  and  rest  for  a  while.  It  was  not 
necessary  to  give  any  of  them  a  second 
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invitation.  They  sprawled  about  in  various 
attitudes  of  disorder.  The  twittering  of  a 
small  flock  of  birds  attracted  the  attention 
of  Captain  Forbes. 

^^I'm  sorry  I  didn't  bring  a  gun  along/' 
he  said  regretfully.  '^I  might  have  been 
able  to  have  shot  enough  for  a  game  sup- 
per.'' 

^1  didn't  bring  a  giin,  but  I  have  a 
revolver  here,"  remarked  Gordon  Greely, 
pulling  an  antique  looking  weapon  from 
his  hip  pocket. 

The  boys  surroimded  him  and  examined 
the  pistol  with  great  curiosity.  Greely 
explained  that  he  had  brought  the  weapon 
to  Bell  Haven  with  him  as  a  protection 
against  possible  thieves.  Some  of  the  boys 
thought  he  was  very  wise,  but  others 
expressed  the  belief  that  his  action,  if 
known,  would  meet  with  the  disapproval  of 
Dr.  Maury. 

Presently  some  one  suggested  the  idea  of 
target  practice.  There  was  a  barn  near-by 
and  the  boys  contrived  to  make  a  target 
out  of  an  old  newspaper  and  for  the  next 
ten  minutes  there  was  a  keen  competition 
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in  marksmanship.  Greely  outshot  all  the 
others  and  was  proclaimed  the  hero  of  the 
hour.  Just  as  they  were  about  to  stop 
shooting  in  order  to  start  home,  Greely 
exclaimed: 

^^I  want  to  take  one  last  shot  and  then 
I'll  go  with  you  fellows/' 

^^All  right/'  said  Forbes,  walking  in  the 
direction  of  the  barn,  ^'but  get  it  over  as 
quickly  as  you  can.  We  don't  want  to  be 
late/' 

The  next  moment  Greely  was  taking  aim 
at  a  target  on  the  barn  door.  For  some 
unexplained  reason  he  changed  liis  position 
and  aimed  sidewise.  There  was  a  shot,  a 
flash  of  powder,  and  then  the  ball  hitting 
the  edge  of  the  target,  glanced  off  and 
struck  the  Sleeping  Beauty  squarely  in  the 
chest.  He  uttered  an  exclamation  of  horror 
and  fell  to  the  ground. 

In  an  instant  the  boys  surrounded  him, 
begging  to  know  whether  he  was  hurt,  but 
the  yoxmg  captain  was  unconscious  and  he 
lay  there  very  quiet  with  his  eyes  staring 
in  a  meaningless  way  at  the  darkening 
clouds.     Adam  took  charge  of  things  with 
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his  usual  promptness.  The  boys  looked 
white  and  scared,  but  the  venerable  one 
waved  them  aside  andtripped  out  his  orders 
in  a  business-like  style. 

''Greely/'  he  commanded,  "run  over  to 
that  farm-house  and  get  a  basin  of  water 
in  a  hurry." 

The  frightened  youth  did  as  he  was  bade 
and  then  Adam  commanded  Bobby  and 
Pinky  to  chafe  the  wrists  of  the  injured 
boy.  In  the  meantime,  the  janitor  was 
opening  his  clothing  and  searching  for  the 
wound.  He  had  not  proceeded  very  far 
when  Greely  returned  post  haste  with  a 
pitcher  of  water.  Without  any  ceremony, 
Adam  dashed  the  cooling  fluid  into  the 
face  of  the  unconscious  boy.  To  the 
amazement  and  gratification  of  all  his  eye- 
lids gave  a  flutter  and  the  next  moment  he 
was  looking  around  at  them  in  an  inquiring 
way. 

^  ^  What  struck  me?  "  he  asked.  ^ ^  I  feel  as 
though  someone  had  hit  me  with  a  elub." 

Adam  by  this  time  had  torn  his  clothing 
aside  and  as  Forbes  finished  his  question, 
the  old  man  cried  gleefully: 
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'^You^re  all  right.  You're  as  sound  as 
a  dollar.  You  just  happen  to  be  a  little 
bit  stunned.'' 

'^But  the  bullet  struck  him/'  insisted 
Bobby  Benson.  ''I  watched  it  and  saw  it 
glance  off  the  side  of  the  barn  and  strike 
him  in  the  side  of  the  chest." 

Adam  nodded. 

^^  That's  true,  but  when  it  struck  that 
bolt  on  the  barn  door  it  lost  part  of  its 
force  and  when  it  hit  the  boy  here,  he  was 
fortunate  enough  to  have  on  his  life  pre- 
server." 

^^His  life  preserver?"  cried  Benson. 
'^What  in  the  world  do  you  mean?" 

Without  replying,  the  janitor  reached 
down  and  pulled  out  the  silver  medal 
which  the  Sleeping  Beauty  had  received  as 
a  prize  for  his  proficiency  in  Greek.  The 
white-haired  one  held  it  up  in  a  dramatic 
manner. 

^^  That's  the  little  article  that  saved  the 
life  of  your  captain,  and  as  long  as  you  Uve 
I  don't  want  any  of  you  fellows  to  say  that 
Greek  isn't  a  good  thing." 

By  this  time  Forbes  was  on  his  feet,  and 
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amid  the  jests  and  laughter  of  his  com- 
panions, the  start  for  home  was  made. 
Greely  was  inclined  to  be  silent.  He 
blamed  himseK  bitterly  for  the  incident, 
although  his  chums  assured  him  that  it 
was  something  for  which  he  really  was  not 
responsible.  This,  however,  did  not  satisfy 
the  dark-complexioned  one  and  while  they 
were  crossing  a  bridge  near  Bell  Haven, 
he  threw  the  pistol  into  the  water. 

'^That^s  the  place  for  that,'^  he  said  with 
great  decision.  ^'It's  a  cowardly  sort  of 
thing  to  carry  around  with  you  and  I'm 
never  going  to  do  it  again  as  long  as  I 
hve.^' 


CHAPTER  XX 

BECK   IS   REMORSEFUL 

TIBERIUS  BROWN  was  childishly 
blissful  over  the  happy  disposition 
of  his  patent.  Even  a  hurried  cal- 
culation demonstrated  that  the  proceeds  of 
his  invention  would  be  more  than  sufficient 
to  keep  him  in  comfort  during  the  remain- 
ing years  of  his  life.  One  of  his  ambitions 
was  to  travel,  and  he  planned  to  remain  at 
Bell  Haven  Academy  until  the  close  of  the 
school  year,  after  which  he  proposed  to 
sail  for  London  to  delve  in  the  treasures  of 
the  British  Museum  and  to  start  work  on 
a  long  contemplated  book  concerning  the 
antiquities  of  the  world.  He  confided  this 
longing  to  Pinky  Palmer  one  afternoon,  and 
when  he  had  concluded,  the  red-haired  one 
stared  at  him  in  amazement. 

"I  suppose  it's  all  right,  Professor,  but 
I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  understand  how 
a  man  with  a  bucketful  of  money  wants  to 
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go  and  bury  himseK  alive  in  that  old  dust 
pile.'^ 

Tiberius  adjusted  his  glasses  to  the 
proper  angle  and  stared  at  the  boy  in  a 
puzzled  sort  of  way. 

'^Modern  language,  as  used  by  young 
men,  is  difficult  to  understand/^  he  re- 
marked finally,  ''but  I  take  it,  Palmer, 
that  you  do  not  altogether  approve  of  my 
plans/' 

''I  do  not,"  was  the  smiling  rejoinder. 

''That  is  regrettable,"  continued  Tiberius 
with  a  perfectly  grave  face,  "but  my  pro- 
gram is  tentative,  and  it  is  just  possible 
that  I  may  be  able  to  arrange  it  to  suit 
your  ideas." 

Pinky  gazed  at  the  professor  in  a  ques- 
tioning manner.  Could  it  be  possible  that 
the  venerable  teacher  was  having  fun  at 
his  expense?  He  dismissed  the  notion  as 
absurd,  but  before  he  could  make  any 
rejoinder,  Tiberius  was  called  away  and  the 
conversation  came  to  an  end. 

That  same  night  when  the  professor  went 
to  his  lodgings,  Mrs.  Bowen  informed  him 
a  young  man  had  called  to  see  him  during 
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the  day.  The  visitor  had  been  very  much 
disappointed  at  not  finding  him  in  his  room. 

^^But  I  was  at  the  Academy/'  said  the 
teacher  in  a  reproachful  tone,  "and  you 
might  have  sent  him  over  there." 

"That's  just  what  I  wanted  to  do/'  was 
the  reply,  "but  he  wouldn't  listen  to  me. 
He  said  that  he  had  to  see  you  on  very 
important  business  and  that  he  would  have 
to  see  you  alone. 

"What  was  his  name?" 

"I  don't  know.     He  refused  to  give  it." 

"What  did  he  look  like?" 

"Well/'  was  the  thoughtful  reply,  "he — 
he  just  looked  like  a  young  man." 

The  professor  tapped  his  head  as  though 
that  process  might  clarify  his  thoughts. 

"Bless  my  soul,  bless  my  soul,"  he 
repeated,  "this  sounds  Uke  a  mystery.  A 
young  man  who  refuses  to  give  his  name 
and  who  looked  like — like  a  young  man — 
and  must  positively  see  me  in  secret, 
haunts  my  lodgings.  It's  too  much  for  me, 
too  much  for  me.  I  think  the  best  thing 
I  can  do  is  to  go  up-stairs  and  get  a  book 
and  try  to  improve  my  mind." 
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Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  Tiberius 
was  soon  stretched  out  in  an  easy  chair, 
reading  a  cumbersome  volume  relating  to 
the  pre-historic  age.  He  became  so  ab- 
sorbed in  this  occupation  that  everything 
else  was  forgotten  and  ten  minutes  later 
he  jumped  up  with  a  start  when  Mrs. 
Bowen  tapped  on  the  door  and  informed 
him  that  the  strange  young  man  had 
returned. 

^'Send  him  up  at  once/'  was  the  response, 
'^but  I  wish  you  would  gently  intimate 
that  my  time  is  valuable.  I  don't  want  to 
have  him  stay  here  very  long.'' 

After  delivering  himself  of  these  words, 
the  professor  resumed  the  reading  of  his 
book  and  would  probably  have  forgotten 
all  about  his  prospective  caller  if  he  had 
not  been  roused  by  a  gentle  knocking  at 
the  door. 

'^Come  in,"  he  said. 

The  next  moment,  a  tall,  rather  bulky 
and  awkward  six-foot  youth  crossed  the 
threshold.  It  was  Ben  Beck,  alias  Jim 
Thompson,  the  substitute  halfback,  who 
had  caused  such  a  sensation  during  the 
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brief  time  he  was  on  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven. 
He  was  very  much  embarrassed  and  stood 
there  shifting  his  hat  in  his  big  hands  and 
looking  at  the  teacher  out  of  a  pair  of 
pathetic  eyes.  It  suddenly  occurred  to 
Tiberius  that  he  should  ask  his  visitor  to  be 
seated  and  he  did  so  without  recognizing 
him. 

^^ Don't  you  know  me?''  asked  the  caller 
in  an  injured  tone. 

'^  There  is  certainly  something  very  famil- 
iar about  your  face/'  said  the  other,  adjust- 
ing his  glasses  on  the  bridge  of  his  nose, 
^^but  I  can't  call  you  by  name." 

''I'm  Ben  Beck,"  blurted  the  boy;  ''I 
guess  you  remember  that  I  was  on  the  foot- 
ball team." 

''Well,  to  tell  the  truth,"  confessed  the 
absent-minded  one,  "I  pay  very  little 
attention  to  sports,  although  I  approve  of 
them  if  indulged  in  to  a  moderate  extent." 

Beck  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  The 
professor  had  evidently  failed  to  connect 
his  caller  with  the  attempted  theft  of  his 
cherished  patent. 

''I  might  as  well  get  down  to  the  point," 
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said  Beck  with  a  half  groan.  ''I  was  con- 
cerned in  that  patent  business.  You'll 
probably  remember  that  I  was  the  one 
that  squealed  on  Tom  Watson." 

''So  you  were — so  you  were,"  beamed  the 
professor  at  him  admiringly;  '4t  all  comes 
to  me  very  clearly  now.  Well,  Beck,  you 
certainly  performed  an  act  of  charity  as 
far  as  I  was  concerned." 

The  tall  youth  began  to  exhibit  symp- 
toms of  embarrassment  again.  He  con- 
stantly twirled  his  hat  around  and  finally 
said  in  a  broken  voice: 

''I  came  here  to  get  your  advice  on  a 
matter — a  matter  of  conscience." 
;  Tiberius  placed  his  fingers  between  the 
pages  of  the  book  he  was  reading  and 
closed  it  with  an  air  of  one  who  disHked  to 
have  his  studies  interrupted. 

''I  can  hardly  say  that  I  am  precisely 
the  person  for  a  matter  of  this  kind.  How- 
ever, you  might  let  me  hear  your  case." 

''I  did  dirt  to  a  pal  of  mine,"  said  the 
boy,  ''and  I  want  to  know  how  to  square 
it." 

The  professor  laid  down  his  book,  took 
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off  his  glasses,  wiped  them,  replaced  them 
and  leaned  back  in  his  armchair. 

^^You  interest  me  very  much,''  he  said. 
'^Will  you  please  be  a  little  more  definite?" 

'^Yes,''  said  the  other  as  though  he  were 
trying  to  wrench  the  words  from  himseK. 
^^I  played  a  dirty,  low-down  trick  on  my 
pal.  I  was  just  as  much  involved  in  the 
attempt  to  steal  the  patent  as  Tom  Watson 
and  I  squealed  on  him  because  I  got  mad 
at  him,  and  now  I'm  sorry." 

The  professor  looked  meditative. 

^^I  think,"  he  said,  ^Hhat  what  you  did 
was  in  the  cause  of  justice.  It  would  have 
been  wrong  to  have  gone  ahead  with  the 
theft." 

'^I  know  that,"  cried  the  other  impa- 
tiently; ^^I  don't  mean  that  I'm  sorry  that 
the  scheme  wasn't  carried  out.  I  mean 
that  I  was  just  as  guilty  as  Watson  and 
that  I  have  a  right  to  take  my  medicine." 

^^Your  medicine?"  interrupted  the  other 
one. 

''Yes.  If  there's  any  way  that  I  can 
take  Watson's  place,  I'm  wiUing  to  do  it. 
I  don't  pretend  to  be  very  good,  and  it 


Beck  is  Remorseful  237 

wouldn't  be  much  use  if  I  did,  but  I 
haven't  been  able  to  sleep  since  this  busi- 
ness happened  and  I'll  never  be  contented 
until  I  get  Watson  out  and  take  his 
place/ 

This  statement  made  such  an  impression 
upon  Tiberius  that  he  rose  from  his  chair 
and  paced  up  and  down  the  room.  Pres- 
ently he  spoke: 

''Your  motive  is  most  praiseworthy, 
Beck,  but  before  I  can  do  anything,  I'd 
like  to  consult  some  of  my  friends.  Sup- 
pose you  come  to  see  me  the  first  thing 
tomorrow  morning?" 

The  big,  awkward  fellow  put  on  his  hat 
and,  turning,  left  the  room. 

''I'll  be  here  at  seven  o'clock,"  he  called 
back,  "and  I'm  willing  to  do  anything  you 
say." 

HaK  an  hour  after  this  visit  Tiberius 
Brown  was  in  the  office  of  the  president  of 
the  Academy,  telling  of  his  queer  caller  and 
what  he  had  said.  Dr.  Maury  was  there 
and  so  was  Adam  West  and  Bobby  Benson. 
The  doctor  laughingly  referred  to  them  as 
members  of  the  Bell  Haven  Supreme  Court, 
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and  said  that  any  decision  they  might 
hand  down  would  be  regarded  as  final. 

''But  what  can  be  done  in  the  matter?" 
asked  Tiberius. 

''It  all  rests  with  you/'  replied  the 
doctor.  "You'll  be  sent  for,  probably 
tomorrow,  to  lodge  a  formal  charge  against 
Watson." 

"But  is  this  necessary?'' 

"It  is  the  usual  procedure,"  was  the 
reply,  "and  I  think  that  if  Watson  goes 
into  court  and  is  up  before  a  jury,  it  will  be 
pretty  serious  business  for  him." 

"That  was  mighty  white  of  Beck,"  inter- 
rupted Benson.  "I  felt  pretty  sore  at  the 
way  he  tried  to  trick  us,  but  the  feUow 
must  have  some  good  in  him." 

"Every  fellow  has  some  good  in  him," 
put  in  Dr.  Maury,  "and  it's  a  mistake  to 
think  otherwise.  This  boy  Beck  didn't 
change  over  night.  I'll  wager  that  if  his 
case  were  investigated,  it  would  be  found 
that  his  deterioration  was  gradual.  It  is 
in  most  cases.  The  boy  who  is  perfectly 
straight,  starts  to  tell  little  lies  and  after 
that  he  is   disobedient   and  evades  some 
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duty  that  he  should  perform.  These  things 
are  all  very  small  m  themselves,  but 
presently  they  grow  into  habits  and  finally 
the  boy  loses  his  sense  of  honor  and  his 
seK-respect  and  then  he  presents  excellent 
material  out  of  which  to  make  a  criminal/' 

The  words  of  the  principal,  spoken  slowly 
and  calmly,  made  a  big  impression  on  all 
who  were  present.  It  was  Bobby  who 
spoke  first  in  a  low  tone: 

^'But  you  don't  think  it's  too  late  for 
him  to  do  better,  do  you?" 

Dr.  Maury  shook  his  head. 

'^Not  at  all.  It's  never  too  late  to  mend. 
It  aU  depends  on  his  sincerity.  But 
what  do  you  propose  to  do  in  this  case, 
Professor?" 

^^Well,"  said  Tiberius,  speaking  with 
much  gravity,  ^^I  propose  to  sleep  over  it 
and  I'll  let  you  know  my  decision  in  the 
morning." 


CHAPTER  XXI 


TIBERIUS   TESTIFIES 


WHEN  Tiberius  Brown  came  to 
the  breakfast  table  the  following 
morning  he  fomid  a  letter  from 
one  of  the  clerks  of  the  District  Attorney's 
office  at  Hedgewater,  saying  that  he  would 
be  required  to  call  that  day  between  the 
hours  of  ten  and  twelve  o'clock  for  the 
purpose  of  testifying  in  the  case  against 
Tom  Watson.  The  absent-minded  one 
pondered  long  and  carefully  over  this  unex- 
pected message.  He  scratched  his  head 
and  gazed  reflectively  at  the  ceiling^  but 
these  performances  did  not  seem  to  help 
him  in  the  least.  It  was  Mrs.  Bowen  who 
made  the  first  attempt  to  rouse  him  from 
his  profound  study. 

'^Professor/'  she  said  in  a  tone  of  a  per- 
son who  has  a  personal  grievance,  ''you're 
sittin'  there  and  lettin'  your  coffee  get 
cold." 

(240) 


Tiberius  Testifies  241 

'^Oh,  dear  me,  so  I  am/'  he  said  in  his 
most  apologetic  tone.  ^'I'm  sure  I  beg 
your  pardon,  Mrs.  Bowen." 

^'You  needn't  beg  my  pardon,''  she 
retorted  tartly;  '^ you'd  better  beg  the 
pardon  of  your  stomach  for  neglectin'  it  in 
such  a  shameless  style." 

Tiberius  stared  at  the  woman  for  some 
moments  in  silence  and  then  he  actually 
smiled. 

''My  dear  Mrs.  Bowen,"  he^said  in  his 
class-room  manner,  ''you  suggest  a  most 
absurd  thing.  It  is  perfectly  prepos- 
terous  " 

'^See  here,  Professor,"  cried  the  land- 
lady, breaking  in  on  his  words  without 
any  ceremony,  "if  you're  going  to  deliver 
a  lecture  your  hot  cakes  will  be  cold 
too." 

This  time  Tiberius  laughed  outright. 

"Mrs.  Bowen,"  he  said  in  stately  tones, 
"you  become  more  paradoxical  every  day. 
How  can  a  hot  cake  be  cold.  If  it  is  cold 
it  ceases  to  be  a  hot  cake  and " 

"If  you  just  keep  on  talkin',"  she  ob- 
served grimly,  "you'll  find  out,  all  right," 
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and  as  she  spoke  she  reached  over  to  get 
his  cup. 

^^How  do  you  do/'  said  Tiberius,  taking 
her  hand  absently. 

The  landlady  flung  it  aside  ironically. 

'^I  do  declare/'  she  exclaimed,  ^^but 
you're  becoming  worse  and  worse  every 
day  that  you  live.'' 

'^I  don't  doubt  it  in  the  least,"  said  the 
teacher,  unwittingly  thrusting  his  spoon  in 
the  hot  cakes.  He  discovered  his  error 
almost  immediately  and  proceeded  to  rectify 
it  by  stirring  his  coffee  with  a  fork,  in  the 
midst  of  which  the  door  bell  rang  and  Ben 
Beck  was  announced.  At  the  professor's 
request  he  came  into  the  dining  room  and 
waited  until  Tiberius  has  finished  his  break- 
fast. 

'^  While  you're  waiting,"  said  the  ven- 
erable one,  ^^you  may  cast  your  eye  over 
this  letter,"  and  as  he  spoke  he  handed 
him  the  communication  he  had  received 
from  the  District  Attorney's  office. 

Beck  read  the  letter  with  wide-open  eyes. 
His  hands  trembled  as  he  grasped  the 
significance  of  the  missive  and  when  he 
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handed  it  back  he  spoke  in  stammering 
tones. 

'^Do — do  you  intend  to  answer  that?" 

"I  do,  sir/^  was  the  prompt  reply.  ^^It's 
the  voice  of  authority  and  as  a  seK-respect- 
ing  and  law-abiding  citizen  I  always  answer 
the  voice  of  authority." 

Beck  ran  his  hands  nervously  through 
his  hair. 

^'I — I  thought  from  the  way  you  spoke 
last  night  that  you  might  be  able  to  do 
something  for  Watson?" 

Tiberius  frowned. 

''Do  something — do  something?"  he  re- 
peated. ''I  can^t  say  that  I  quite  under- 
stand you,  sir.  I  have  been  summoned  by 
the  District  Attorney  and  I  expect  to 
respond." 

''And  tell  him  all  you  know?"  asked  the 
other  anxiously. 

"Yes,  sir,  and  tell  him  all  I  know." 

Beck  groaned. 

"I  was  afraid  of  this  all  along  and  the 
only  thing  for  me  to  do  is  to  take  Watson's 
place.  I'm  the  guilty  one  and  Til  have  to 
take  my  medicine." 
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'^Tut,  tut/'  chortled  Tiberius.  ^^  Don't 
talk  nonsense.  You  were  led  away  by 
a   man    with    a    stronger   will  than  your 

The  youth  rose  and  paced  the  floor. 

"I  won't  stand  for  it/'  he  cried  passion- 
ately. ^^I'm  going  to  show  you  that  I've 
got  a  will  of  my  own.  I  insist  on  going 
with  you  to  the  District  Attorney's,  and 
I'll  show  you  how  weak-minded  I  am  when 
I  get  there." 

The  professor  fairly  beamed  at  the  boy 
through  his  steel-rimmed  spectacles  and 
when  he  spoke  it  was  in  a  tone  of  great 
benevolence. 

^^My  boy,  I'm  perfectly  wiUing  to  take 
you  to  Hedgewater  with  me,  and  I  have  no 
objection  to  any  statement  you  wish  to 
make  to  the  District  Attorney,  but  it  must 
be  distinctly  understood  at  the  outset  that 
I  am  to  have  the  first  say  with  him,  and 
after  he  gets  through  with  me,  you  may 
speak  if  you  see  fit." 

^^AU  right,"  was  the  surly  response,  ^^I'll 
accept  your  condition." 

By  that  time  Tiberius  Prown  had  fin^ 
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ished  his  breakfast  and  with  his  usual 
preoccupation  was  trying  to  stuff  a  large 
table  napkin  into  his  hip  pocket.  Mrs. 
Bowen  came  along  just  in  time  to  save  her 
linen. 

'^I'd  like  you  to  leave  that  napkin,"  she 
said  sarcastically;  '^we  may  need  it  at 
lunch  time.'' 

^^  Bless  my  soul/'  cried  the  professor, 
surrendering  the  square  piece  of  Unen,  '^I 
could  have  sworn  that  it  was  my  hand- 
kerchief." 

When  they  reached  the  hall  the  dear  old 
man  mislaid  his  umbrella  and  it  took  five 
or  ten  minutes  to  recover  it.  After  that 
he  told  Beck  that  they  would  stop  at  the 
Academy  before  going  to  the  station.  On 
the  way  to  the  school  they  met  Adam  West 
and  Bobby  Benson. 

^^How  fortunate,"  exclaimed  Tiberius. 
''You  are  the  two  persons  I  most  desired 
to  see.  I  have  just  been  summoned  to 
Hedgewater  by  the  District  Attorney,  and 
I  wish  you  would  explain  my  absence  to 
Dr.  Maury.  Ordinarily,  I  would  not  think 
of  going  away  without  his  permission,  but 
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when  justice  raises  her  sword,  it  is  not  for 
us  to  debate  the  question/' 

Bobby  gave  a  twisted  smile  at  this 
curious  simile  and  then  read  the  letter  which 
the  professor  held  out  for  his  inspection. 
He  looked  up  with  a  questioning  glance. 

''What  are  you  going  to  tell  the  District 
Attorney?''  he  asked. 

''The  truth,"  was  the  prompt  response. 

"I  thought  you  were  goin'  to  be  easy  on 
this  boy,"  broke  out  Adam  West,  pointing 
a  long  finger  in  the  direction  of  Ben  Beck. 

"I  propose  to  answer  this  sumtmons," 
was  the  dogged  but  dignified  reply. 

"All  right,"  acquiesced  the  janitor,  "it's 
up  to  you,  and  everybody  in  this  neck  of 
woods  knows  blamed  well  that  you  are  a 
law  unto  yourself,  but  I'd  like  to  know  if 
I'm  expected  to  go  there  as  a  witness,  and 
if  you  want  Bobby  Benson  too?" 

Tiberius  stared  very  intently  at  the 
white-bearded  janitor,  and  when  he  spoke 
it  was  with  much  decision: 

"That's  the  very  point  I  desire  to  speak 
to  you  about.  I  don't  want  you  nor  Ben- 
son  to   go   near   the   District   Attorney's 
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office.  Make  any  excuse  you  like,  but  keep 
away  from  there.  Leave  this  matter  en- 
tirely in  my  care.'' 

Before  any  reply  could  be  made  to  this 
singular  request,  Tiberius  had  turned  and 
started  in  the  direction  of  the  station,  fol- 
lowed reluctantly  by  the  substitute  half- 
back. They  were  just  in  time  to  catch  the 
train  for  Hedgewater.  The  journey  was 
made  in  comparative  silence,  and  after  they 
reached  the  city,  Tiberius  headed  for  the 
county  jail,  where  he  was  given  a  permit 
which  entitled  him  to  visit  Tom  Watson  in 
his  cell. 

^'Mr.  Watson,"  he  said  blandly,  and  as 
though  he  were  making  a  call  upon  some 
distinguished  personage,  ^'I  beg  to  be  per- 
mitted to  introduce  myself.  My  name  is 
Tiberius  Brown  and  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
connected  with  the  Bell  Haven  Academy.'' 

The  prisoner  slowly  arose  from  the  bench 
on  which  he  had  been  resting  and  cast  a 
pair  of  smouldering  eyes  on  his  strange 
visitor.  The  ten  days  that  Watson  had 
spent  in  the  prison  had  not  improved  his 
personal   appearance   nor   his   disposition. 
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His  face  was  covered  with  a  heavy  growth 
of  beard  and  his  big  jowis  sagged  down  on 
either  side  of  his  unpleasant  countenance. 
He  looked  at  Tiberius  for  some  moments 
in  silence  and  then  burst  out  in  a  harsh 
voice: 

'^What  are  you  trying  to  do — Idd  me, 
eh?'' 

The  professor  nfted  his  eyebrows  at 
these  words,  which  represented  a  language 
that  had  no  place  in  his  vocabulary. 

^^If  you  desire  to  know  whether  I  am  in 
earnest,  I  can  assure  you  that  I  am.  I 
came  here  on  behalf  of  a  former  friend  of 
yours — Mr.  Benjamin  Beck.'' 

^'That  brat,"  cried  Watson,  raising  his 
voice.  ^^If  I  could  get  my  hands  on  him, 
I'd  break  every  bone  in  his  body." 

'^I  am  certainly  sorry  to  hear  that," 
said  the  professor,  '^because  he  has  just 
proposed  to  get  you  out  of  your  trouble  at 
the  risk  of  his  own  personal  liberty." 

''What  do  you  mean?" 

''Simply  this,  that  the  boy  has  called  on 
me  and  expressed  great  remorse  for  the  part 
he  has  taken  in  this  business.     He  says 
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that  he  is  guilty  and  he  is  willing  to  make 
that  statement  to  the  District  Attorney  in 
order  to  secure  your  release/' 

"Did  he  say  that?''  asked  the  other 
suspiciously. 

"He  did/'  said  Tiberius,  "and  if  you 
want  proof,  he'll  give  it  to  you  himself,  for 
he's  here  with  me  now." 

As  he  said  this  the  professor  moved  aside 
and  Beck  came  into  view. 

"It's  true,  Tom,"  he  said  in  a  quivering 
voice.  "I  played  you  dirt  and  I'm  willing 
to  make  up  for  it  if  I  get  a  chance." 

The  dull  eyes  of  the  substitute  trainer 
were  dancing  now  and  he  exhibited  traces 
of  emotion.  He  tried  to  swallow  and  some- 
thing stuck  in  his  throat.  He  thrust  out  a 
pudgy  hand: 

"Put  it  there,  boy,"  he  said;  "you've 
restored  my  faith  in  human  nature." 

A  mist  of  tears  came  before  Beck's  eyes 
and  he  turned  toward  the  corridor  in  order 
to  hide  these  evidences  of  his  feelings. 
In  the  meantime  Tiberius  tiuned  to 
Watson  with  unusual  animation  in  his 
manner. 
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'^  We're  going  to  the  District  Attorney's 
office  now  and  we'll  return  and  let  you  know 
the  result." 

^'All  right/'  was  the  hearty  response; 
"but  say,  boy,"  he  added,  turning  to  Beck, 
"don't  you  go  and  make  any  sacrifices  for 
me.  I'm  satisfied  now  that  I  know  that 
you're  on  the  level  with  me." 

The  door  of  the  cell  swung  to  and  Tiberius 
and  the  boy  started  for  the  District  Attor- 
ney's office.  The  professor  exhibited  his 
letter  to  an  attendant,  and  was  referred 
to  Horace  Craw,  an  indictment  clerk,  who 
had  charge  of  unsettled  prison  cases.  He 
nodded  understandingly. 

"I'm  mighty  glad  you  came,"  he  said  to 
the  professor.  "We  want  to  get  rid  of 
this  matter,  and  before  we  can  place  it 
before  the  grand  jury  we'll  have  to  have 
your  affidavit." 

"My  affidavit?"  echoed  the  teacher. 

"Yes,  sir,  someone  has  to  make  a  formal 
charge  and  you  are  the  only  one  I  know  of 
who  can  do  that  legally." 

"But  I  have  no  desire  to  make  any 
charge." 
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The  clerk  looked  at  the  old  gentleman  in 
amazement. 

'^Didn't  this  fellow  try  to  steal  your 
patent?  Didn't  he  nearly  succeed  in  getting 
away  with  the  plans?  Didn't  you  finally 
recover  them  after  a  sensational  chase?'' 

Ben  Beck  was  looking  at  the  professor 
with  burning  eyes.  His  lips  were  parted 
as  he  strained  over  to  hear  what  reply 
would  be  made  to  these  questions. 

^^  Bless  my  soul,"  said  Tiberius  to  the 
clerk,  ^^but  you  ask  more  questions  in  less 
time  than  anybody  I  ever  knew." 

''Well,"  was  the  dry  response,  ''you  heard 
them.     What  have  you  got  to  say?" 

"Not  one  word,"  was  the  quiet  reply. 

"But  he  did  all  these  things,  didn't  he?" 
asked  the  clerk  excitedly. 

"Not  to  my  knowledge,"  was  the  dogged 
answer.  "I've  been  told  a  great  many 
things,  but  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea 
whether  they're  true  or  not." 

"But  your  plans  were  stolen?" 

"I  have  my  plans,"  persisted  the  pro- 
fessor. 

"Say,"  said  the  official  angrily,  "do  you 
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propose  to  make  a  charge  against  this  man, 
or  don't  you?'' 

'^I  do  not." 

The  clerk  had  a  book  in  his  hands  and  at 
these  words  he  slammed  it  on  the  desk  in 
front  of  him. 

'^This  beats  the  Dutch/'  he  said. 
^^  You're  the  worst  witness  I  ever  examined 
in  my  whole  official  career.  If  they  were 
all  like  you,  we'd  never  send  any  one  to  the 
penitentiary." 

^^Is  that  all?"  asked  Tiberius  blandly. 

''Yes/'  was  the  gruff  response,  ''that's 
aU." 

"But  how  about  that  man  Watson  who 
has  been  imprisoned  without  having  any 
formal  charge  lodged  against  him?" 

The  clerk  laughed  mirthlessly. 

"Oh,  you  needn't  bother  about  that. 
He'll  be  released  before  the  day's  over." 

Tiberius  and  Beck  walked  out  of  the  room 
together,  and  as  they  reached  the  sidewalk, 
the  boy  grasped  him  feverishly  by  the 
hand. 

"Professor,"  he  said  with  quivering  hps, 
"I'll    never    forget    your    goodness.      I'm 
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going  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  and  I'm  sure 
that  Watson  only  needs  another  chance/^ 

The  professor's  mild  eyes  were  beaming 
with  satisfaction. 

'^I'm  mighty  glad  to  hear  it,"  he  said. 
'^IVe  simply  told  the  truth,  and  aside  from 
that  nothing  in  this  world  could  give 
Tiberius  Brown  more  joy  than  to  know  that 
he  had  given  a  fellow  being  one  more 
chance.'' 


CHAPTER  XXII 

THE   BIG   GAME 

EVERY  boy  at  the  Bell  Haven  Acad- 
emy had  his  mind  centered  on  the 
big  game  which  was  to  be  played 
with  Burlingham  on  the  afternoon  of 
Thanksgiving  day.  The  routine  of  the 
school  went  on  as  usual,  but  there  was  a 
sub-conscious  feehng  that  the  really  impor- 
tant question  of  the  hour  was  whether  the 
eleven  would  come  out  victorious,  or  would 
be  compelled  to  yield  the  palm  to  their 
rivals.  Dr.  Maury  and  the  members  of  the 
faculty  preserved  an  outward  calm,  but 
deep  down  in  their  hearts  they  felt  a  boyish 
interest  in  the  result.  The  head  of  the 
institution  met  Captain  Forbes  as  he  was 
coming  from  the  class-room  one  morning 
and  saluted  him  kindly: 

''Hello,  Forbes,"  he  said.  *'How  are 
you  getting  along  with  your  lessons?" 

"All  right,  Doctor,''  was  the  reply.     "I 
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haven't  flunked  on  anything  yet  and  IVe 
been  marked  distinguished  in  several 
branches/' 

''I'm  mighty  glad  to  hear  that.  You 
know  that  your  studies  are  of  primary 
importance  here,  and  I  would  feel  badly  if 
I  thought  that  your  captaincy  of  the  foot- 
ball team  was  interfering  with  your  class 
work." 

''Oh,  that'll  be  all  right,"  insisted  the 
Sleeping  Beauty  with  youthful  confidence. 
"I'll  promise  you  that  I  won't  neglect  my 
class  work." 

As  he  said  this  the  boy  walked  on,  but 
he  had  not  gone  many  steps  before  the 
principal  called  him  back. 

"See  here,  Forbes,"  he  explained,  "I 
don't  want  you  to  think  that  I'm  not  inter- 
ested in  Thursday's  game.  I  want  you  to 
pitch  in  and  win.  If  necessary,  Professor 
Brown  will  be  a  Uttle  lenient  with  your 
school  work.  But  no  matter  what  happens, 
go  in  and  win  that  game.  It's  for  the 
honor  of  the  Bell  Haven  Academy." 

The  young  captain's  face  flushed  with 
pleasure.     When  he  met  Bobby  Benson  a 


256  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven  ^ 

few  minutes  later  he  was  smiling  broadly 
and  the  two  dimples  in  his  rosy  cheeks 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  express  bhssfulness. 

'^Say,  Bobby/'  he  said,  repeating  the 
conversation  he  had  with  the  head  of  the 
school,  ^^Dr.  Maury's  an  all-right  scout. 
He's  for  the  team,  first,  last  and  all  the 
time." 

"You  don't  have  to  tell  that  to  me," 
grinned  Benson.  "Why,  when  I  was  run- 
ning the  baseball  nine,  Dr.  Maiu"y  was 
rootin'  for  it  harder  than  any  fellow  in  the 
school." 

While  they  were  talking  Tiberius  Brown 
came  along  with  his  green-covered  umbrella 
tucked  under  his  left  arm  and  carrying  an 
open  book  in  his  right  hand.  He  was  so 
absorbed  in  his  reading  that  he  did  not  see 
the  two  boys  until  he  had  run  into  them. 

"I  beg  a  thousand  pardons!"  he  ex- 
claimed, trying  to  hft  his  hat  and  dropping 
the  umbrella  in  the  attempt. 

"Don't  mention  it,"  grinned  Bobby. 

"Bless  my  soul!"  ejaculated  the  profes- 
sor. "Is  that  you,  Benson?  I  wouldn't 
have  recognized  you  if  you  hadn't  spoken." 
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He  closed  his  book  and  adjusting  his 
steel-rimmed  spectacles  looked  at  the  boys 
a  second  time. 

'^And  you  too,  Forbes/^  he  added.  ''I 
declare  to  goodness  I  must  be  getting 
near-sighted. '^ 

'^It's  our  fault/'  insisted  the  Sleeping 
Beauty  with  his  ready  good  nature;  ^^we 
stood  right  in  your  path.'' 

A  benevolent  smile  overspread  the  coun- 
tenance off 'the  teacher.  He  smiled  oftener 
than  usual  now,  which  would  indicate  that 
good  fortune  is  not  lost,  even  on  a  college 
professor. 

'^Why,  Forbes,''  he  remonstrated,  ^^you 
talk  as  though  I  were  an  automobile  or 
some  other  terrible  machine  that  must 
have  the  right  of  way." 

"There's  nothing  terrible  about  you  and 
you're  no  machine,"  said  the  boy.  "But 
you'll  always  have  the  right  of  way  as  far 
as  we're  concerned.     Won't  he,  Bobby?" 

"You  just  bet  your  sweet  life  he  will," 
agreed  Benson. 

Something  Uke  a  mist  overspread  the 
spectacles  the  professor  was  wearing  and 
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he  was  compelled  to  take  them  off  and 
polish  them  before  making  reply.  Also  he 
blew  his  nose  vigorously  and  cleared  his 
throat.  When  he  spoke  there  was  a  per- 
ceptible tremor  in  his  voice. 

'^Boys/'  he  said,  '^I'll  never  forget  the 
affection  and  loyalty  you've  shown  me. 
It  will  be  one  of  my  pleasantest  memories 
after  I  leave  this  Academy/' 

The  boys  were  affected  now  and  they 
tried  to  conceal  their  feelings  by  changing 
the  subject. 

"You're  coming  to  the  game,  I  hope,'' 
blurted  Benson. 

"I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  anything  in  the 
world,"  was  the  simple  reply. 

"Do  you  think  we're  going  to  win?" 
asked  Forbes. 

The  corner  of  the  teacher's  mouth 
twitched  with  something  like  a  smile. 

"How  can  you  lose — ^with  you  and  Ben- 
iSon  on  the  team." 

The  boys  looked  at  one  another  in 
amazement.     It  was  Bobby  that  gasped: 

"What  do  you  think  of  that — the  pro- 
fessor trying  to  josh  us!'" 
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The  eyes  of  Tiberius  Brown  twinkled 
behind  his  steel-rimmed  spectacles. 

^'You  speak  Greek  fluently  now,  Ben- 
son/' 

"Say,  Forbsey,"  exclaimed  Bobby, 
"we're  two  of  the  biggest  duffers  that  ever 
lived — ^weVe  been  with  the  professor  for 
nearly  four  years  and  never  knew  he  was 
laughing  at  us  in  his  sleeve/' 

Tiberius  looked  askance  at  his  coat  as 
if  to  verify  the  statement,  but  a  moment 
later  he  had  put  a  hand  on  each  of  the 
youngsters  and  said  affectionately: 

"Boys,  I  think  we  understand  one 
another  by  this  time.  That's  quite  an 
accomplishment  when  you  consider  that 
some  persons  Uve  together  all  their  lives 
without  even  becoming  acquainted." 

Bobby  and  the  Sleeping  Beauty  nodded 
their  heads  in  agreement  and  then  the 
professor  exclaimed  suddenly: 

"Oh,  by  the  way,  I've  received  a  letter 
that  I'd  like  you  to  see.  If  you  have  time, 
come  to  my  room  and  I'll  show  it  to 
you." 

They  had  the  time  and  they  were  only 
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too  v/illing  to  go.  On  the  way  Bobby 
asked  Tiberius  who  the  letter  was  from. 

'^It^s  from  that  scoundrel  Tom  Watson/' 
explained  the  professor. 

'^WeU,  111  be  blowed,"  ejaculated  the 
boy;  '4ie's  certainly  got  a  hard  cheek  to 
write  a  letter  to  you." 

The  professor  scratched  the  end  of  his 
nose  thoughtfully. 

'^Well,  that  was  what  I  thought  when 
I  first  received  the  communication,  but 
after  I  read  it  over  I  changed  my  views." 

A  few  minutes  later  they  were  seated  in 
the  room  with  the  professor  and  he  was 
handing  a  letter  to  Benson.  This  is  what 
the  boy  read: 

Dear  Professor: 

I  am  just  about  to  start  for  the  West, 
where  I  expect  to  start  life  over  again  in  a 
new  community,  and  before  going  I  want 
to  let  you  Imow  how  much  I  owe  you  for  the 
great  charity  you  have  shown  to  me  in  the 
great  crisis  of  my  life. 

Possibly  you  may  have  had  some  mis- 
givings concerning  your  action  in  my  case, 
but  if  so,  I  beg  of  you  to  dismiss  them. 
I  was  once  as  decent  as  any  man  that  ever 
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lived,  but  I  lost  my  grip  on  my  moral  sense 
and  started  to  go  down  hill.  The  climax 
came  when  I  was  base  enough  to  try  to 
swindle  you  out  of  your  patent.  I  failed, 
thank  God,  and  after  that  when  you  had  a 
chance  to  kick  me  further  along  the  road  to 
failure  and  disgrace,  you  refrained  from 
doing  it.  Instead,  you  reached  down  and 
lifted  me  up. 

That  one  act  on  your  part  fanned  the 
flame  of  decency  in  my  life.  The  pressure 
of  your  hand  wdll  remaiu  with  me  forever. 
When  I  received  it  I  felt  life  come  back  to 
me;  I  felt  my  trust  in  my  fellow  man  re- 
vive; I  felt  the  joys  of  decency  returning. 
The  compassion  you  have  shown  me  has 
made  my  heart  throb  and  convinced  me 
that  the  world  is  good  after  all,  and  that  it 
is  worth  my  while  to  live  not  only  for  my 
own  sake,  but  for  the  good  that  I  may  be 
able  to  do  for  others. 

Don't  laugh  at  these  words,  because  they 
are  from  my  heart.  I  know  they  may 
sound  sentimental — possibly  mawkish — 
but  they  are  genuine  and  so  I  must  send 
them  to  you. 

Ben  Beck  goes  with  me  and  if  I  am  spared 
I  am  going  to  make  a  man  of  him.  Where 
I  failed,  he  shall  succeed. 

Bless  you! 

Tom  Watson. 
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Benson  handed  the  letter  to  Forbes  and 
after  he  had  read  it,  the  communication 
was  returned  to  Tiberius  Brown.  There 
was  a  troublesome  lump  in  the  Sleeping 
Beauty's  throat  and  Benson  pretended  to 
be  gazing  out  of  the  window. 

'^That's  one  of  the  finest  things  IVe 
ever  read/'  said  Bobby  finally,  '^and  if  I 
were  you,  I'd  be  proud  to  have  it." 

^^I  am,"  said  Tiberius  beamingly,  ^^and 
I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  think  of  that 
fellow  Watson.  It  just  goes  to  show  that 
nearly  every  man  has  a  spark  of  goodness 
in  him  and  if  it's  revived  at  the  right  time, 
it  may  grow  into  a  flame  that  may  warm 
the  hearts  of  others.  The  only  thing  that 
I  find  fault  with  is  his  exaggerated  notion 
of  what  I  have  done  in  the  matter.  I — ^I 
didn't  do  anything  at  all." 

"And  by  refraining  from  doing  any- 
thing," said  Benson  with  a  smile,  "you  did 
everything.  I  have  heard  of  sins  of  omis- 
sion before,  but  your  failure  to  act  was 
the  virtue  of  omission." 

"Dear,  dear!"  cried  the  professor,  rub- 
bing his  hands  with  a  satisfaction  he  could 
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not  conceal,  ^^I'm  afraid  that  you're  just 
as  bad  as  Watson.  But  if  you'll  excuse  me 
now,  I'll  have  to  go  over  to  the  school." 

Bobby  and  Forbes  joined  the  members  of 
the  football  squad  a  little  later  for  the 
purpose  of  engaging  in  what  was  to  be  the 
final  practice  before  the  great  game  with 
Burlingham.  The  daily  walks  in  the  woods 
had  refreshed  them  and  kept  them  in  good 
condition.  Murray's  recipe  had  been  a 
success.  A  few  days  before,  however,  they 
had  gotten  back  to  hard  work  again  in 
order  to  book  themselves  in  the  new  signals 
and  to  test  their  nimbleness  in  handling 
the  ball.  Mike  Murray  and  the  Sleeping 
Beauty  had  charge  of  the  practice  which 
lasted  for  nearly  two  hours.  As  it  con- 
cluded, the  trainer  said: 

''Now,  boys,  I  think  you're  just  about 
right.  All  I  can  say  now  is  that  I  want 
you  to  keep  yourselves  in  that  condi- 
tion." 

Every  member  of  the  team  willingly 
gave  his  promise  to  take  care  of  himself, 
and  that  night  the  lights  went  out  promptly 
at  ten  o'clock,  and  the  members  of  the  Bell 
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Haven  Eleven  settled  themselves  down  for 
a  good  night's  sleep. 

The  next  morning  ushered  itseK  in  crisp 
and  sunshiny.  It  was  the  big  day  of  the 
year — at  least  so  far  as  the  pupils  of  the 
Bell  Haven  Academy  were  concerned.  The 
air  was  cold  and  the  ground  was  hard,  and 
all  of  the  conditions  seemed  favorable  for 
a  good  football  game. 

Captain  Forbes  mingled  with  the  mem- 
bers of  the  team  and  kept  his  eyes  open  to 
see  that  none  of  them  transgressed  the 
dieting  rules  either  at  breakfast  or  at  the 
light  luncheon  which  v/as  served  shortly 
after  noon. 

The  game  was  to  start  at  two  o'clock, 
but  long  before  that  time  a  stranger  in  Bell 
Haven  would  have  known  that  some  excep- 
tional event  was  at  hand.  The  roads 
leading  to  the  football  field  were  crowded 
with  those  who  were  anxious  to  obtain 
seats  in  the  enclosure.  The  band  of  the 
Academy  began  to  play  shortly  after  one 
o'clock  and  managed  to  keep  the  spectators 
in  a  good  humor  while  the  stands  were 
being  filled.      The  rooters  for  the  teams 
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arrived  early  and  threatened  to  lose  their 
voices  before  the  game  began.  Dr.  Maury 
was  present  with  a  number  of  invited 
guests,  and  among  those  who  shared  seats 
of  honor  in  his  reserved  section  of  the 
stand  were  Tiberius  Brown  and  Adam 
West. 

At  five  minutes  before  two  a  great  shout 
went  up  from  the  crowd  as  one  of  the 
boys  appeared  leading  Tramp,  the  college 
mascot,  across  the  college  grounds.  The 
poor  little  yellow  dog  looked  very  brave 
wearing  an  expensive  blanket  containing 
the  monogram  of  the  Academy  and  sport- 
mg  a  brand  new  silver  collar.  He  yelped 
one  or  two  times  to  show  that  he  was  thor- 
oughly in  sympathy  with  the  occasion  and 
to  let  the  skeptics  in  the  crowd  understand 
that  he  for  one  did  not  entertain  the 
slightest  doubt  regarding  the  result. 

After  making  the  rou'ads  of  the  field, 
Tramp  was  finally  give/i  a  seat  of  honor 
beside  Adam  West  and  then  the  spectators 
patiently  waited  for  the  appearance  of 
the  young  players.  The  band  played, 
'^  There'll  be  a  Hot  Time  in  the  Old  Town 
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Tonight/'  and  at  its  conclusion  a  hush  of 
expectancy  fell  upon  the  people.  The  next 
moment  there  was  a  burst  of  applause 
as  the  members  of  the  two  teams  came 
trotting  out  upon  the  field.  Forbes  led 
the  Bell  Haven  Boys  and  naturally  they 
came  in  for  the  warmest  greeting.  The 
Burlingham  Eleven,  however,  was  not 
ignored,  and  the  cheers  and  hand-clapping 
which  they  received  was  sufficient  to  warm 
their  hearts  and  to  satisfy  them  that  they 
were  not  without  friends. 

''I  hope  we're  going  to  win  this  game,'' 
exclaimed  Tiberius  in  a  nervous  whisper  to 
Adam  West. 

''Hope!"  ejaculated  the  venerable  one, 
stroking  his  frosted  beard.  ''We've  simply 
got  to  win  it.  Those  boys  never  went  back 
on  us  yet  and  they're  not  going  to  lose 
their  reputation  today." 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


HOW   IT  HAPPENED 


THE  thundering  crowds  in  the  stands 
paused  in  their  deafening  yells  as 
Captain  Forbes  of  the  Bell 
Haven  Eleven  and  Captain  Waters 
of  the  Burlingham  team  walked  over 
to  the  referee.  A  coin  was  tossed  in  the 
air. 

'^Heads/^  called  out  the  Sleeping  Beauty 
as  the  Uttle  round  object  was  falling  to  the 
ground. 

The  referee  bent  over  and  examined 
it. 

^' Tails,"  he  announced.  '^  Captain 
Waters  wins  the  toss-up.'^ 

The  swarthy  leader  of  the  Burlingham 
Eleven  decided  that  his  team  should  take 
the  kick-off.  The  ball  was  placed  in 
position  in  the  center  of  the  field  and  the 
opposing  players  lined  up  in  their  respec- 
tive positions.     They  were: 

^     (267) 
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Bell  Haven  Burlingham 

Tony  Brill 1.  e Tom  Perry 

Dick  Thompson  . .  .1.  t Joe  Wilson 

Bill  Fielding 1.  g Pete  Johnson 

Harry  Webb c Jim  Dodds 

Tom  Anthony r.  g Al  Fleming 

Jim  Anderson r.  t George  Nash 

Nelson  James r.  e Mark  Bates 

Bobby  Benson.  .  .  .q.  b Bill  Blodgett 

Gordon  Greely.  .  .1.  h.  b Jack  Hunt 

Pinky  Palmer. .  .  .  r.  h.  b Harry  Mills 

John  Forbes f.  b Ben  Waters 

The  shrill  peal  of  the  referee^s  whistle 
was  borne  across  the  field.  There  was  a 
rush  of  feet.  The  ball  was  booted  into  the 
air  and  the  big  game  was  on.  Every  one 
of  the  twenty-two  active  figures  upon  that 
gridiron  was  animated  with  the  one  burn- 
ing desire,  to  throw  himself  into  the  game 
with  all  the  might  that  was  in  him  and  to 
perch  the  banner  of  victory  high  upon  the 
ramparts  of  his  school. 

Bobby  Benson  watched  the  ball  as  it 
soared  into  the  air.  He  seemed  to  know 
instinctively  that  it  was  coming  to  him  and 
he  gritted  his  teeth  and  drove  his  cleated 
shoes  deep  into  the  earth,  ready  to  spring 
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forward  as  soon  as  he  had  gotten  possession 
of  the  ball.  With  a  thud  it  dropped 
into  his  outstretched  arms,  his  team-mates 
swarmed  about  him  and  the  rush  up  the 
field  began. 

Before  the  ball  had  been  advanced  five 
yards  the  Burlingham  players  were  upon 
them.  With  a  mighty  effort  Benson  pushed 
forward  two  yards,  then  three,  before  Jack 
Hunt,  the  left  halfback  of  the  visiting 
team,  broke  through  the  interference  and 
bore  him  to  the  ground. 

The  referee's  whistle  sounded. 

''Bell  Haven's  ball.  First  down,  ten 
yards  to  go." 

Once  more  the  ear-splitting  demonstra- 
tions of  the  crowd  were  wafted  across  the 
field.  Words  of  encouragement  and  advice 
were  flung  at  the  players  from  both  the 
Bell  Haven  and  the  Burlingham  stands. 

''Go  to  it,  Bell  Haven!  Wipe  them  off 
the  map!'' 

"It's»  a  cinch,  Burhngham;  that's  the 
marble  team  they've  sent  out  to  play 
footbaU." 

No  attention  w^as  paid  by  either  teams  to 
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the  cheers  and  jeers  of  the  crowd.  The  one 
thought — ^victory — ^was  before  their  minds 
and  that  was  enough.  Scarcely  had  Ben- 
son been  downed  when  they  lined  up, 
ready  for  the  next  play. 

''15—23—4—11/'  snapped  Bobby. 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  received  the  ball 
and  circled  around  the  right  end  for  a  five- 
yard  gain.  Immediately  afterward  Greely 
bucked  the  line  for  a  two-yard  gain. 
Pinky  Palmer  followed  this  up  with  another 
two-yard  gain  through  left  guard. 

It  was  the  fourth  down  and  but  one  yard 
to  go.  This  time  Benson  took  the  ball, 
and  carried  it  for  the  remaining  distance. 
After  that  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven  began  a 
gruelling  march  up  the  field.  They  started 
on  their  own  thirty-yard  line  and  ham- 
mered and  hammered  with  unwavering 
impact  upon  the  sturdy  Burlingham  line. 
Yard  by  yard  they  advanced,  fighting  their 
way  at  every  step.  It  was  somewhat  of  a 
return  to  old-fashioned  line  bucking,  but 
Bobby  Benson  saw  that  in  this  case  it  was 
their  best  opportunity  and  so  he  kept  on 
with  the  terrific  onslaught. 
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Nearer  and  nearer  the  goal-posts  loomed 
in  front  of  the  oncoming  Bell  Haven 
Eleven.  The  crowd  in  the  Burlingham 
stand  arose  as  one  and  shouted: 

^^Hold  them!  Hold  them!!  Hold  them!!!'' 

With  this  cry  in  their  ears,  the  BurUng- 
ham  players  dug  their  cleats  into  the 
ground  and  with  bated  breath  fought  to 
hold  off  the  thundering  charge  of  their 
opponents.  Their  faces  were  perspiring 
and  smeared  with  dirt  and  cuts,  and  still 
they  battled.  The  ball  was  on  the  one- 
yard  line. 

'Tight!  Fight!!  Fight! !!^' shrieked  the 
Burlingham  rooters,  and  that  despairing 
yell  seemed  as  a  tonic  to  the  struggling 
team.  With  a  mighty  effort  they  pulled 
♦themselves  together  and  try  as  they  would, 
the  Bell  Haven  players  could  not  advance 
a  single  inch  further  and  they  lost  the  ball 
on  downs. 

With  the  ball  for  the  first  time  in  her 
possession,  Burlingham  kicked  out  of  dan- 
ger. From  then  on  they  seemed  to  have 
gotten  a  hold  on  themselves  and  although 
both  teams  played  with  all  that  was  in 
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them,  the  first  period  closed  with  both 
teams  scoreless. 

The  Bell  Haven  boys  clustered  about 
Captain  Forbes  during  the  short  intermis- 
sion. The  youthful  leader  looked  at  his 
warriors  in  a  reflective  manner.  Despite 
the  grilling  process  of  the  first  period  they 
still  appeared  eager  and  expectant  for  the 
coming  fray.  Their  faces  were  smeared 
with  dirt  and  rivulets  of  perspiration  ran 
down  them  and  made  Forbes  think  of  tiny 
streams  running  through  an  arid  valley. 
But  save  for  a  few  bruises  and  scratches, 
not  a  single  one  of  his  original  eleven  was 
injured  and  Forbes  was  pleased. 

'^ Fellows/'  he  said,  ^^you're  doing  great 
work.  Keep  it  up.  That  Biu"lingham 
bunch  is  putting  up  a  stiff  fight,  and  weVe 
got  to  use  all  oiu-  energy  to  hold  them  down 
— ^all  but  a  little  bit  and  we're  going  to 
save  that  for  the  big  moment.  As  soon 
as  you  see  the  slightest  opportunity  of 
scoring,  I  want  every  fellow  to  go  in  with 
all  that  extra  energy  and  wade  through 
that  bunch  for  a  touchdown.  Something 
tells  me  that  there  is  only  going  to  be  one 
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touchdown  scored  in  this  game  and  it's 
up  to  us  to  get  that.  There  goes  the  whistle 
now,  so  all  you  fellows  go  in  now  and  fight 
like  wildcats/' 

The  second  period  started  with  a  rush 
and  a  bang.  For  fifteen  endless  minutes, 
player  crashed  against  player,  team  against 
team,  like  two  massive  bulldogs  in  deadly 
encounter.  The  crowds  in  the  stands 
declared  over  and  over  again  that  never 
had  they  seen  such  football,  and  indeed  it 
was  a  game  well  worth  witnessing.  Bell 
Haven  and  Burlingham  were  evenly 
matched  and  were  playing  with  the  most 
that  was  in  them.  Both  teams  wanted  to 
win  the  championship  very  badly,  and 
both  were  resolved  not  to  let  the  fighting 
spirit  die  out  until  after  the  last  second  of 
play.  Up  and  down  the  field  they  strug- 
gled, now  gaining,  now  losing,  and  when  the 
whistle  announcing  the  end  of  the  first  half 
blew,  the  ball  was  in  mid-field  and  neither 
team  had  scored. 

Slowly  the  Bell  Haven  and  Burlingham 
elevens  wended  their  way  to  the  club 
house  amid  the  deafening  cheers  of  the 

18 
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spectators,  for  a  much-needed,  but  all  too 
short  respite  from  that  terrible  grind.  In 
their  respective  dressing  rooms,  both  teams, 
with  one  accord,  dropped  into  the  nearest 
place,  where  for  the  next  ten  minutes  they 
might  rest  their  aching  limbs.  Mike  Mur- 
ray was  there  to  greet  the  Bell  Haven  boys 
with  a  smile  and  look  of  approval. 

^^Boys,^'  he  said,  ^^I'm  proud  of  you. 
You're  putting  up  a  game  that  would  reflect 
credit  on  the  biggest  of  our  universities. 
IVe  seen  many  a  football  game  in  my  time, 
but  this  one  is  certainly  one  of  the  best  I 
ever  did  see.  It  made  me  feel  like  a  young- 
ster again.  It  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep 
myself  from  going  out  there  and  getting 
into  the  game  with  you.  And  my  only 
advice  to  you  is  this :  Hold  your  own  to  the 
very  end.  The  team  that  wins  this  game 
is  going  to  be  the  one  that  can  stick  it  out 
the  longest.  It's  going  to  be  a  hard  drill, 
but  that's  what  we've  been  training  all 
season  for.  I  know  the  Bell  Haven  spirit 
pretty  well  by  this  time,  and  I  feel  con- 
fident that  you  boys  won't  fall  down.  And 
Benson,  don't  forget  that  trick  play  we've 
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been  hammering  at.  Save  it  till  near  the 
very  end  though,  and  when  you  do  try  it, 
make  it  go/' 

Bell  Haven  had  the  kick-off  for  the  be- 
ginning of  the  second  half.  Bobby  Benson 
carefully  placed  the  ball  in  position  on  a 
mound  of  dirt,  and  the  men  lined  up. 

''Ready,  Captain  Waters?"  called  the 
referee. 

''Ready,"  came  the  instant  response. 

"All  right,  Captain  Forbes?" 

"All  right,"  echoed  the  Sleeping  Beauty. 

The  whistle  blew,  Benson  rushed  f  oru^ard, 
kicked  the  ball  and  the  battle  was  on  once 
more.  Bill  Blodgett,  the  quarterback  of 
the  Burlingham  eleven,  received  the  kick 
and  was  downed  on  the  twenty-yard  line. 
To  the  cheering  spectators  every  man  on 
both  teams  looked  as  fresh  as  when  he  had 
started  the  game.  But  the  players  them- 
selves knew  they  were  not.  The  terrific 
conflict  was  beginning  to  tell  on  them  ever 
so  little,  but  still  they  fought,  never  waver- 
ing in  their  determination  to  stick  to  the 
bitter  end.  Like  all  things  else,  the  third 
period  of  the  game  was  ushered  into  obliv- 
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ion,  and  still  not  a  man  on  either  side  had 
crossed  the  goal  line. 

When  the  panting  players  lined  up  for 
the  fourth  and  final  period,  it  was  Bell 
Haven's  ball  on  her  forty-yard  line.  It  was 
their  second  down  with  nine  yards  to  go. 
Benson  tried  a  forward  pass  and  it  was 
unsuccessful. 

'^ Third  down,  nine  yards  to  go,''  called 
out  the  referee  as  the  ball  was  planted  into 
position. 

An  end  run  by  Pinky  Palmer  netted  them 
but  a  scant  three  yards.  The  fourth  down 
and  six  yards  to  go!  Benson  decided  to 
punt.  He  snapped  out  the  signals  in  quick 
succession.  The  ball  came  shooting  back, 
but  not  where  it  should  have  been.  It  was 
over  Bobby's  head  and  he  had  to  jump  for 
it,  and  before  he  could  get  off  the  kick,  Ben 
Waters,  the  captain  of  the  Burlingham 
eleven,  rushed  through  and  downed  him 
for  a  loss.  It  was  their  opponents'  ball  on 
their  forty-yard  line. 

Immediately  after  this  the  Sleeping 
Beauty  rushed  through  and  broke  up  an 
end  run  of  the  Burlingham  players.    But  in 
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doing  so  he  struck  his  head  with  a  thump  on 
the  hard  earth  and  failed  to  arise.  The 
hearts  of  the  Bell  Haven  boys  sank.  Was 
their  youthful  leader  to  go  out  of  the  game 
at  this  critical  moment? 

Mike  Murray,  squatting  on  the  side  lines, 
saw  the  accident  and  quick  as  a  flash  he 
rushed  on  the  field  with  a  bucket  of  water 
that  had  rested  by  his  side.  Bending  over 
the  prostrate  Forbes,  he  bathed  his  face 
with  the  cooling  fluid,  and  in  a  short  while 
the  young  captain  opened  his  eyes.  Bobby 
Benson  and  Pinky  Palmer  helped  him  to 
his  feet  and  walked  him  around  the  field. 
In  a  few  minutes  he  called  out: 

''All  right,  men,  I'm  ready  to  play  again." 
The  sinking  hopes  of  the  Bell  Haven 
players  rose  higher  than  ever.  They  were 
filled  with  a  desire  to  show  their  plucky 
captain  that  they  were  there  to  support 
him  and  to  support  him  with  their  mightiest 
efforts.  Forbes  resumed  the  game  with  a 
head  that  was  splitting.  Myriads  of  little 
stars  seemed  ever  before  his  eyes,  but  he 
brushed  these  aside  and  played  with  all  the 
grit  that  was  in  him. 
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Ten  minutes  of  the  period  had  gone  by  and 
still  the  team  struggled  on,  vainly  trjdng 
to  score.  It  was  Bell  Haven's  ball  and 
sixty  yards  lay  between  them  and  the 
coveted  goal-posts.  It  was  then  that  Bobby 
decided  to  use  the  trick  play  that  they  had 
stored  up  for  the  last  few  minutes  of  this 
great  game.  To  make  it  work  with  success, 
every  man  had  to  play  on  the  jump.  There 
were  no  signals  to  be  used.  Benson  simply 
called  out: 

^^We're  going  to  have  it,  boys!" 

Webb  snapped  the  baU  back  to  Benson, 
Greely  and  Palmer  rushed  past  Bobby, 
Palmer  making  a  motion  as  if  taking  the 
ball,  ai^d  the  two  dashed  through  the  line. 
Everyone  on  the  Burlingham  team  felt 
confident  that  it  was  a  line  plunge  and 
they  gave  their  attention  to  Pinky  Palmer. 
In  the  meantime  Forbes  had  run  straight 
out  to  the  left.  Benson  rushed  back  with 
the  ball  still  in  his  hands,  and  with  uner- 
ring aim,  passed  it  to  the  waiting  Forbes. 

The  play  had  worked! 

With  the  ball  snugly  nestled  under  his 
arm,  Forbes  began  his  mad  dash  up  the 
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field.  To  him,  with  his  aching  head  and 
tired  Umbs,  that  sixty  yards  loomed  up 
like  a  mile.  Yells  and  shrieks  came  like 
torrents  from  the  Bell  Haven  stand.  The 
visiting  rooters  could  only  hold  their  breath. 
In  an  instant,  however,  a  ray  of  hope 
shone  before  their  eyes.  Ben  Waters,  their 
captain,  had  started  after  the  Sleeping 
Beauty.  Five,  ten,  fifteen,  twenty  and 
then  thirty  yards  were  passed  by  the  fast 
weakening  Forbes  and  still  Waters  was 
in  pursuit,  gaining  inch  by  inch.  The 
crowds  in  the  stands  were  m  hysterics. 
Cheer  after  cheer  greeted  every  stride  of 
the  onrushing  player,  and  with  every  step 
it  seemed  as  if  the  victory-crazed  Bell 
Havenites  in  the  stand  were  trying  to  run 
the  race  with  him. 

Forty-five  yards  had  been  passed  and 
now  Forbes  could  hear  the  thumping  of  a 
pair  of  feet  as  they  were  coming  nearer 
and  nearer.  There  were  still  three  white- 
chalked  lines  to  be  covered  and  the  plucky 
captain  of  the  Bell  Haven  eleven  felt  a 
sinking  sensation  about  the  region  of  his 
heart.    The  rooters  in  the  stand  reaUzed 
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his  plight  and  with  one  accord  they  arose 
in    their    seats,    and    as    one    man    they 
shrieked: 

'^Run,  Forbes,  old  man,  run  and  the 
game  is  ours!^' 

That  cry  came  over  the  field  and  acted 
like  a  tonic  to  the  exhausted  Forbes.  He 
dug  his  cleated  shoes  deeper  into  the  earth 
at  each  step  and  spent  every  ounce  of  his 
energy  in  that  final  spurt.  The  pursuing 
Waters  strove  in  vain  to  catch  up  with 
him  and  Captain  John  Forbes,  otherwise 
known  as  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  fell  across 
the  goal  line  and  lay  silent  and  still  with 
the  ball  clasped  tightly  under  his  arm. 

If  the  gates  of  the  infernal  regions  had 
opened  and  belched  forth  a  band  of  shriek- 
ing demons,  they  could  scarcely  have  ex- 
celled the  yell  and  cries  that  went  up 
from  the  rejoicing  Bell  Haven  stand.  Men 
who  had  never  known  each  other  before 
clasped  in  a  joyous  embrace.  Hats  went 
flying  in  the  air.  Bedlam  broke  loose 
with  a  vengeance.  A  crowd  of  boys  rushed 
over  and  carried  the  dazed  Forbes  from 
the  field  and  held  him  on  their  shoulders 
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on  the  side  lines.  To  add  to  it  all,  Bobby 
Benson  kicked  the  goal  and  the  spectators 
could  hardly  be  kept  in  their  seats  while 
the  remaining  two  minutes  of  play  was 
mechanically  gone  through. 

Almost  before  the  last  play  was  over 
the  crowd  was  emptying  itseK  into  the 
grounds,  but  Pinky  Palmer,  anticipating 
the  rush,  had  made  a  hurried  dash  to  the 
club  house.  He  reappeared  a  moment 
later,  dragging  after  him  the  much  bat- 
tered tackling  dummy  which  they  had  been 
using  in  their  practice.  Someone  came 
up  and  fastened  a  placard  marked  Burling- 
ham  on  the  figure.  The  other  members 
were  quick  to  understand  the  significance 
of  the  business  and  they  formed  a  circle 
about  Palmer  and  the  dummy,  dancing 
and  yelling  as  if  they  had  lost  their  reason. 
The  crowd,  which  thronged  the  field  by 
this  time,  added  to  the  confusion  and 
disorder.  In  the  midst  of  it  the  dummy 
was  placed  upon  an  improvised  pile  of 
paper  and  kindling  wood.  Benson  struck 
a  match  and  in  a  few  moments  the  thing 
was  in  a  blaze. 
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After  that  the  boys  acted  like  so  many 
wild  Indians,  dancing  about  the  fire  and 
hugging  and  embracing  each  other  with 
insane  joy.  Finally  they  formed  into  line 
and,  followed  by  the  crowd,  marched  to 
the  club  house.  As  they  were  about  to 
disperse,  Adam  West,  stepping  forth,  tossed 
his  old  felt  hat  into  the  air  with  the  enthu- 
siasm of  a  sixteen-year-old  boy. 

^^  Three  cheers  for  Captain  Forbes  and 
the  Bell  Haven  Eleven !^^  he  cried  at  the 
top  of  his  lungs. 

And  they  were  given  with  an  earnestness 
that  threatened  to  pierce  the  heavens,  and 
thus  the  great  event  of  the  season  came 
to  a  close. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

BREAKING   SCHOOL   TIES 

THE  remaining  months  of  the  school 
term  at  Bell  Haven  were  compara- 
tively uneventful.  The  routine 
went  on  as  usual,  and  each  day  brought 
its  rounds  of  duties  and  pleasures.  To 
those  who  were  preparing  to  graduate 
and  to  leave  the  familiar  haimts,  there 
was  a  tinge  of  sadness  over  the  inexor- 
able swiftness  with  which  time  sped  on 
towards  the  commencement  day  which 
was  to  bring  an  end  to  so  many  cherished 
companionships. 

The  members  of  the  Bell  Haven  Eleven 
were  the  heroes  of  the  Academy  and  the 
other  boys,  unconsciously  perhaps,  paid 
them  a  deference  which  might  have  been 
laughable  if  it  were  not  for  the  fact  that 
it  was  so  genuine  and  heartfelt  and  con- 
tained so  much  of  loyalty  to  the  school 
of  which  they  were  all  so  proud.     Forbes 
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in  a  special  degree  had  the  respect  and 
admiration  of  his  class-mates.  He  was 
such  a  lovable,  good-natured,  happy-go- 
lucky  sort  of  a  boy  that  few  of  the  pupils 
of  the  school  had  been  disposed  to  take 
him  seriously.  But  the  abihty  and  the 
courage  with  which  he  had  captained  the 
football  team  had  wrought  a  wonderful 
change  in  opinion.  He  was  still  called 
the  Sleeping  Beauty,  because,  like  most 
nicknames,  that  suggested  an  affection 
which  could  never  have  been  expressed  in 
a  more  formal  manner,  but  it  was  never 
used  again  in  a  disparaging  manner.  He 
realized  the  change  in  the  feeling  for  him 
and  while  it  made  him  proud,  it  also  in- 
creased the  love  he  had  for  his  chums. 

In  the  meantime  the  other  teams  at 
the  Academy  were  giving  a  good  account 
of  themselves.  The  Bell  Haven  Five  was 
an  organization  not  to  be  despised,  and 
immediately  after  the  football  season  ended, 
the  basket-ball  players  resumed  their  work 
with  an  aggressiveness  that  was  not  to  be 
denied.  Pinky  Palmer  and  Bobby  Benson 
played  on  the  team,  but  they  generously 


Breaking  School  Ties  285 

kept  in  the  background  as  much  as  possible 
in  order  to  permit  some  of  the  newer  boys 
to  have  an  opportunity  of  showing  their 
m^ettle.  The  opposing  teams  were  stronger 
than  usual,  so  that  it  was  no  surprise  at 
the  end  of  the  season  when  the  Cleverly 
boys  won  the  championship  and  the  Bell 
Haven  Five  came  out  a  close  second. 
However,  they  made  a  gallant  fight  and 
everyone  accepted  the  result  with  the 
best  of  good  feeling. 

The  annual  boat  race  cam^e  off  as  usual 
on  the  Arlington  River  in  the  spring  of 
the  year.  It  attracted  a  large  crovv^d  and 
was  really  one  of  the  big  events  in  that 
section  of  the  country.  Palmer,  Benson 
and  Forbes  voluntarily  stayed  off  the  crew. 
But  that  did  not  lessen  their  interest  in 
the  race.  On  the  contrary,  they  utilized 
all  of  their  spare  time  in  helping  to  train 
the  youngsters.  They  had  learned  many 
things  as  a  result  of  the  years  when  they 
had  each  pulled  an  oar,  and  this  informa- 
tion was  freely  placed  at  the  disposal  of 
their  successors  in  the  boat.^  Gordon 
Greely  was  the  captain  of  the  crew  and  the 
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Cleverly  Eight  was  as  before  under  the 
command  of  Bob  Hamilton.  It  was  a 
nerve-racking,  hotly-contested  race  from 
start  to  finish.  Fortunately  there  were  no 
accidents,  and  when  the  last  stroke  had 
been  pulled.  Bell  Haven  was  declared  the 
winner  by  a  full  boat  length. 

There  was  great  joy  that  night  and  at 
the  big  dinner  that  was  held  to  celebrate 
the  victory,  Forbes,  Palmer  and  Benson 
were  present  as  special  guests  of  honor. 
Greely,  flushed  with  his  achievement,  made 
a  speech  in  the  course  of  which  he  said 
that,  aside  from  the  members  of  the  crew 
and  the  trainer,  the  ones  that  deserved 
most  credit  were  the  '^Big  Three''  of  the 
Bell  Haven  Academy.  This  reference  to 
Bobby,  Pinky  and  the  Sleeping  Beauty 
brought  cheer  after  cheer  from  those  pres- 
ent who  would  not  be  satisfied  until  each 
of  the  trio  had  arisen  and  told  the  boys 
how  much  they  thought  of  them  and  what 
an  affectionate  regard  they  would  always 
have  for  Bell  Haven. 

It  was  little  Nelson  James  who  under- 
took to  pilot  the  Bell  Haven  Nine  that 
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spring,  and  he  put  as  much  energy  and 
perseverance  into  the  sport  as  he  did  into 
his  studies,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal  for 
a  boy  who  had  always  excelled  his  mates 
in  the  class-room.  Benson  played  on  the 
team,  but  it  was  more  from  a  desire  to 
help  James  than  from  any  wish  to  shine 
himself.  He  felt  a  particular  pride  in  the 
baseball  team,  and  he  secretly  told  him- 
self that  if  the  championship  could  be 
captured  again,  his  cup  of  happiness  would 
be  filled  to  overflowing. 

Burlingham  was  the  principal  competitor 
in  the  early  part  of  the  season  and  for 
many  weeks  it  kept  at  the  head  of  the 
column.  When  the  time  came  for  the 
deciding  game,  the  championship  lay  be- 
tween Bell  Haven  and  Burlingham.  At 
the  beginning  of  the  ninth  inning  the 
score  was  a  tie — 2  to  2 — ^but  in  the  last 
half,  the  Bell  Haven  left-fielder — ^who  shall 
be  nameless — dropped  an  easy  fly  and 
Burlingham  was  declared  the  winner.  The 
plucky  James  was  much  chagrined,  but 
his  manliness  never  deserted  him  and 
he  was  the  first  to  rush    up    and   shake 
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the    hand  of  the  captain  of  the  winning 
team. 

It  was  a  month  before  the  closing  day, 
when  the  members  of  the  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation of  the  Academy  combined  to  give 
a  silver  loving  cup  to  Mike  Murray,  the 
faithful  and  efficient  trainer  of  the  various 
teams  connected  with  the  school.  The 
affair  was  supposed  to  be  a  complete  sur- 
prise for  the  one  most  concerned,  but  it 
was  significant  that  Murray  had  prepared 
and  memorized  a  speech  of  thanks,  which 
brought  forth  the  approval  of  the  donors 
of  the  gift.  Murray  preached  manliness — 
which  was  his  hobby — ^to  the  boys.  He 
told  them  that  if  they  had  everything 
else  and  lacked  that,  they  could  not  be 
a  real  success.  He  also  took  occasion  to 
deny  the  rumor  that  he  intended  to  leave 
the  Academy  for  the  purpose  of  becoming 
a  trainer  at  one  of  the  big  universities 
and  said  that  he  expected  to  grow  gray 
in  the  services  of  Bell  Haven.  As  his  hair 
and  closely  cropped  mustache  were  already 
turning  white,  his  statement  was  received 
with  mingled  laughter  and  hand-clapping. 
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Commencement  day  finally  arrived  and 
with  it  the  usual  excitement  that  marks 
such  an  occasion.  The  little  inn  in  the 
village  was  filled  to  overflowing  and  many 
of  the  visitors  were  compelled  to  secure 
accommodations  in  private  dwellings.  The 
father  and  mother  of  Bobby  Benson  came 
on  the  eve  of  the  eventful  day  and  brought 
with  them  the  boy's  sister  Agnes.  John 
Benson  was  an  engineer  who  had  won 
much  fame  but  only  a  modest  amount  of 
wealth,  in  the  possession  of  which  he  was 
very  proud.  He  had  the  opportunity  of 
meeting  General  James  and  the  two  fathers 
proved  to  be  kindred  spirits,  for  they  foimd 
so  much  of  a  congenial  nature  to  talk 
about  that  they  scarcely  foimd  any  time 
to  give  to  the  boys. 

At  the  commencement  itself,  Nelson 
James  won  the  highest  honors.  He  was 
the  head  of  his  class  and  carried  off  enough 
medals,  as  Pinky  Palmer  expressed  it,  to 
qualify  him  as  the  leader  of  a  military 
band.  Benson,  Palmer  and  Forbes  were 
second,  third  and  fourth  in  their  class, 
which  was  regarded  as  highly  satisfactory 

10 


290  The  Bell  Haven  Eleven 

in  view  of  the  remarkable  record  which 
each  of  them  had  made  on  the  field  of 
sports.  Bobby  Benson  was  the  valedic- 
torian and  the  ease  and  confidence  with 
which  he  spoke  won  for  him  the  enthusi- 
astic praise  of  every  member  of  the  faculty. 
After  the  graduation  exercises  had  been 
concluded  and  the  pupils  and  guests  enter- 
tained in  the  refectory,  the  boys  met  on 
the  campus  for  the  purpose  of  saying  the 
farewells  which  come  with  the  breaking 
of  school  ties.  It  was  Bobby  Benson  who 
echoed  the  thought  that  was  uppermost 
in  the  minds  of  his  two  closest  chums. 
He  put  his  arms  about  Palmer  and  Forbes. 

^'Fellows/'  he  said,  ''I'm  not  going  to 
say  good-bye,  for  I  expect  to  meet  both 
of  you  every  time  I  get  a  chance.  If  you 
were  in  New  York  and  I  was  in  San 
Francisco,  I'd  borrow  the  money,  if  neces- 
eary,  in  order  to  take  the  train  and  go 
on  to  see  you." 

Pinky  gave  his  classmate  a  resounding 
whack  between  the  shoulder  blades. 

''Now  you're  talking,  old  pal,"  he  ex- 
claimed,   "and    if   I   wanted   to   see   you 
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and  couldn^t  get  the  railroad  ticket,  I'd 
walk  there/' 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  laughed  heartily  at 
these  professions  of  friendship. 

^^  That's  all  right,  fellows,  but  you  haven't 
left  me  anything  to  say.  I'll  tell  you  one 
thing  though,  when  the  bell  rings  ^you'll 
find  me  on  hand." 

Thus  the  three  boys,  who  had  spent 
four  of  the  best  years  of  their  lives  to- 
gether, pledged  a  friendship  that  was  to 
last  through  life.  They  shook  hands  fer- 
vently to  bind  the  bargain  and  in  all  but 
words  followed  the  example  of  the  illus- 
trious Three  Musketeers  who  declared  their 
motto  to  be,  ''One  for  all  and  all  for 
one." 

John  Benson  had  business  in  New  York 
on  the  following  day,  and  in  order  that 
the  family  reunion  might  be  continued  in 
that  city,  it  was  arranged  that  Bobby 
should  spend  another  twenty-four  hours 
at  the  Bell  Haven  Academy.  Thus  it 
came  that  he  said  good-bye  to  Palmer 
and  Forbes  that  night  and  iound  himself 
the  only  boy  left  at  the  Academy. 
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He  arose  early  the  next  day  and  took  a 
final  stroll  about  the  grounds  and  along 
the  Arlington  River.  He  felt  sincerely 
affected  at  leaving  and  desired  to  get  one 
last  impression  of  the  familiar  scenes.  It 
seemed  lonely  at  lunch  time  and  after 
that  he  made  the  final  preparations  for 
his  departure. 

As  all  of  the  other  boys  had  gone,  it 
only  remained  for  Bobby  to  say  good-bye 
to  Dr.  Maur}'-,  Tiberius  and  Adam.  It 
was  the  saddest  and  most  difficult,  'task 
he  had  undertaken  since  his  arrival  at 
BeU  Haven  four  years  before.  It  was  a 
duty  he  would  have  gladly  shirked  if  it 
had  been  possible.  But  there  was  no  way 
out  of  it,  and  he  started,  suitcase  in  hand, 
for  the  office  of  the  principal.  Dr.  Maury, 
his  iron-gray  hair  and  his  smooth-shaven 
face  giving  him  an  impressive  and  scholarly 
appearance,  arose  to  meet  the  boy. 

^'Good-bye,  Benson,''  he  said,  giving  the 
extended  hand  a  hearty  grip.  ^^I'm  satis- 
fied that  you're  taking  away  more  than 
you've  brought  to  Bell  Haven  and  all  I 
ask  is  that  you'll  never  be    guilty  of  an 


Breaking  School  Ties  293 

act  that  would  cast  discredit  on  your  old 
school. '^ 

Bobby  miu-mured  a  promise  and  hast- 
ened from  the  room.  The  president  looked 
after  the  boy's  retreating  figure  with  evi- 
dent approval.  The  brown-haired  and 
brown-eyed  youth  who  had  entered  the 
Academy  with  such  difiidence  was  now 
rapidly  approaching  manhood.  He  was 
more  than  a  head  taller  than  when  he 
had  arrived  and  he  had  acquired  self- 
control  and  seK-confidence  to  a  wonderful 
degree.  The  mental  and  physical  drilling 
had  yielded  splendid  results  and  the  sports 
at  the  Academy,  instead  of  destroying, 
had  developed  the  fine  sense  of  honor 
which  had  always  been  one  of  Bobby 
Benson's  characteristics. 

He  found  Tiberius  Brown  waiting  for 
him  in  the  hallway.  The  professor  put 
out  his  long,  lean  hand  in  a  half-shy  and 
wholly  affectionate  manner. 

''Benson/'  he  exclaimed,  beaming 
through  his  steel-rimmed  spectacles,  ''you 
leave  here  with  my  best  wishes  for  your 
success  in  life." 
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Bobby  glanced  at  the  teacher  and  was 
glad  to  see  that  his  fortune  was  improvmg 
him.  Tiberius  was  as  homely  as  ever, 
but  he  wore  an  air  of  contentment  and  had 
lost  much  of  the  uncertainty  which  seemed 
to  have  been  a  part  of  his  absent- 
mindedness. 

^^I  know  that,  Professor/'  he  said,  ^'and 
I'll  not  forget  what  you  have  done  for 
me/' 

''Tut!  tut!"  cried  Tiberius.  ''YouVe 
done  it  for  yourself,"  but  as  he  spoke 
his  eyes  were  sparkling  with  pleasure  and 
there  was  real  gratification  in  his  voice. 

The  boy  passed  along  the  hallway  and 
out  of  the  quaintly  carved  doorway.  As 
he  stepped  on  the  campus  he  was  greeted 
by  Adam  West. 

''Well,  son,  we're  all  ready  for  you." 

The  sight  of  the  ancient  family  carriage 
of  Germantown  pattern  and  the  raw-boned 
animal  that  had  seen  better  days,  brought 
a  mist  before  his  eyes,  but  he  climbed 
into  the  vehicle  resolutely  and  after  some 
moments  was  only  aroused  by  the  sound 
of  his  old  friend's  voice. 
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'^Gid-dap,  Maud/'  clucked  Adam, 
^^Gid-dap,  you  old  bunch  of  bones/' 

'^That's  one  of  the  first  things  I  ever 
heard  you  say/'  commented  Bobby,  "and 
it  reminds  me  of  the  day  of  my  arrival 
at  Bell  Haven." 

They  talked  of  many  things  and  when 
they  reached  the  station  the  train  was 
waiting.  There  was  time  only  for  a  hasty 
leave-taking.  Bobby  grasped  the  big  hand 
of  the  white-haired  and  white-bearded  jan- 
itor and  looked  straight  into  his  honest 
old  eyes. 

'^Adam,"  he  exclaimed,  while  a  trouble- 
some lump  in  his  throat  seemed  to  be 
trying  to  choke  him,  "good-bye  and  don't 
forget  to  think  of  me  sometimes." 

The  eyes  of  the  venerable  one  were 
misty,  but  his  voice  was  clear  and  cheerful. 

"You  oet  i  won't.  Good-bye  and  good 
luck!" 

The  next  moment  Bobby  Benson  was 
standing  on  the  rear  platform  of  the  last 
car,  gazing  at  tne  receding  country.  A 
turn  in  the  road  brought  him  in  full  view 
of  the  familiar  red  brick  building  standing 
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in  the  center  of  a  very  green  and  well- 
kept  lawn.  The  boy  stared  at  it  wistfully 
and  did  not  leave  the  platform  until  the 
gilded  dome  of  the  Bell  Haven  Academy, 
gleaming  amid  the  tree-tops,  had  become 
a  blur  in  the  distance. 


THE   END 
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